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PART XVIIL

NO. XXIIL—POSTHUMOUS REPUTATION.

PostauMous reputation ! who
can honestly say that posthumous
reputation, in one sense of the
phrase, is of no value in his eyes?
If it were only heroes and poets,
those arch-cravers of renown, who
cared what were said of them after
death, our village burial - grounds
would lack their tombstones. A
certain desire for posthumous repu-
tation is so general that we might
fairly call it universal. But I shall
attempt to showthat, being thus uni-
versal, it springs from sources which
are common in human breasts, and
not from that hunger for applause
which is the exceptional character-
istic of the candidates for Fame.
It grows out of the natural affec-
tions or the moral sentiment, rather
than the reasonings of intellectual
ambition,

Be a man how obscure soever—
as free from the desire of fame, as
devoid of the capacities to achieve
it—still the thought of sudden and
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entire forgetfulness would be a
sharp pang to his human heart.
He does not take leave of the earth
without the yearning hope to retain
a cherished place in the love or
esteem of some survivors, after his
remains have been removed into
the coffin and thrust out of sight
into the grave. The last “ Vale”
were, indeed, a dreary word with-
out the softening adjuration, “Sis
memor met.”” Even criminals them-
selves, in that confusion of reason-
ing which appears inseparable from
crime, reconciled, in death as in
life, to names scorned by the hon-
est (who to them, indeed, form a
strange and foreign race), still hope
for posthumous reputation among
their comrades, for qualities which
criminals esteem.

The Pirates in Byron’s poem are
not content to sink, without such
honours as pirates afford, into the
ocean that “shrouds and sepulchres
their dead.”

A
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% Qurs ”—they exclaim, in the
spirit of Scandinavian Vikings—

¢ Ours the brief epitaph in danger’s day,
When those who win at length divide
the prey, !
And cry—remembrance saddening o'er
each brow—
‘How had the brave who fell exulted
now!’”

But if the bad cannot banish a de-
sire to live after death in the affec-
tion even of the bad, where i3 the
good man who, trained throughout
life to value honour, can turn cynic
on his deathbed, and say, “ Let me
in life enjoy the profitable credit
for honesty, and I care not if, after
death, my name be held that of a
knave ' ?

All of us, then, however humble,
80 far covet posthumous reputation
that we would fain be spoken and
thought of with affection and esteem
by those whose opinions we have
prized, even when we are beyond
the sound of their voices and the
clasp of their hands.” Such reputa-
tion may be (as with most of us it
is) but a brief deferment of obli-
vion—the suspense of a year, a
month, a day, before the final can-
cel and effacement of our footprint
on the sands of Time. But some
kindly reminiscence in some human
hearts man intuitively yearns to
bequeath ; and the hope of it com-
forts him as he turns his face to
the wall to die.

But if this be a desire common
to the great mass of our species, it
must evidently rise out of the affec-
tions common to all—it is a desire
for love, not a thirst for glory.
This is not what is usually meant and
understood by the phrase of post-
humous reputation ; it is not the
renown accorded to the exceptional
and rare intelligences which soar
above the level of mankind. And
here we approach a subject of no
uninteresting speculation—viz., the
distinction between that love for
posthumous though brief repute
which emanates from the affections
and the moral sentiment, and that
greed of posthumous and lasting
renown which has been considered
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the craving, not of the heart nor
of the moral sentiment, but rather
of the intellect, and therefore lim-
ited to those who have the skill
and the strength to vie for the
palm awarded to the victor only
when his chariot-wheels halt and
the race is done. Competitors are
many ; victors, alas! are few. Out
of all the myriads who have ten-
anted our earth, the number even
of eminent intellects which retain
place in its archives is startlingly
small. The vast democracy of the
dead are represented by an oligarchy
to which that of Venice was liberal.
Although successive races of labori-
ous compilers and reverential anti-
quarians do their utmost to pre-
serve in dusty shelves the bones
and fossils of every specimen of
man which has left a vestige of its
being in the layers and strata of
the past, it were as well, to a lover
of fame, to sleep in his grave ig-
nored, as to be dishumed, a for-
lorn fragment of what he once was,
and catalogued alphabetically in a
Biographical Dictionary.

Let us suppose some youthful
poet whose heart is now beating
loud with “the immense desire of
praise,” to whom his guardian
angel lifts the veil of Futurity, and
saith, “ Thy name shall be pre-
served from oblivion. Lo ! its
place in yon compendium of em-
balmed celebrities, which scholars
shall compile five centuries after
thy decease. Read and exult!”
The poet (his name be Jones) reads
as follows under the letter J :— -

“Jones, David, a British author
in the reign of Victoria I. Wrote
many poems much esteemed by his
contemporaries, some few fragments
of which have been collected in the
recent ‘ Anthology’ of his learned
and ingenious countryman, Profes-
sor Morgan Apreece ; and, though
characterised by the faults preva-
lent in his period, are not without
elegance and fancy. Died at Caer-
marthen A.D. 1892.”

Such would be a very honourable
mention—more than is said in a
Biographical Dictionary of many a
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bard, famous in his day; and yet
what poet would not as willingly
be left calm in “ God’s Acre,” with-
out any mention at all? Saith Sir
Thomas Browne, in his quaint sub-
limity of style, “To be read by
bare inscriptions, like many in
Griiter —to hope for eternity by
enigmatical epithets or first letters
of our names—to be studied by an-
tiquarians who we were, and have
new names given us, like many of
the mummies,—are cold consola-
tion unto the students of perpetuity,
even by everlasting languages.”*

Yet, alas! how few of us can
hope for the perpetuity even of an
inscription “like those in Griiter !”
Nor is this all ; out of those few to
whom universal assent and favour-
ing circumstance have secured high
place in the motley museum of
Fame, and lengthened account in
the dreary catalogue of names, how
very few there are whose renown
would be a thing of envy to the
pure and lofty ambition of heroic
youth! How few in whom the
intellectual eminence conceded to
them is not accompanied by such
alleged infirmities and vices of
character, as only allow our admira-
tion of the dead by compelling an
indulgence which we could scarcely
give, even to the dearest of our
friends if living !

I am not sure whether any
student of perpetuity, while the
white of his robe is still without a
weather-stain, and his first step
lightly bounds up the steep

‘“ Where Fame’s proud temple shines
afar,”

would be contented to leave behind
him the renown of a Bacon’s wis-
dom, coupled with those doubts of
sincerity, manliness, gratitude, and
honour, which Bacon’s generous
advocates have so ingeniously
striven to clear away. On such
points, who would not rather be
unknown to posterity than need an
advocate before its bar ?

It is not the bent of my philo-
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sophyto disparage illustrious names.
I am myself predisposed rather too
implicitly to revere than too harshly
to criticise the statues set up in
Walhalla. I do not call Alexander
the Great “the Macedonian mad-
man ’—1I do not fix my eyes upon
all the stains that historians dis-
cover in the toga of Julius Caesar,
nor peer through the leaves of his
laurel wreath to detect only the
bald places which the coronal hides.
I gaze with no Cavalier’s abhor-
rence on the rugged majesty of our
English Cromwell. No three in
the list of the famous are perhaps
more sure than these three of re-
nown unwasted by the ages ; yet,
seeing all that has been said, can be
said, and will be said against all
three, and upon those attributes of
character which I have been taught
to consider more estimable than in-
tellectual ability and power, I know
not whether, after death, I would
not rather have nothing said about
me, It would give me no satisfac-
tion to think that I

¢ Leave a1 name at which the world grew
pale,
To point’a moral or adorn a tale.”

There is something in renown of
that kind which is, after all, little
better than a continuity of the
ignorant gossip and uncivil slander
which have so often made the great
sadly wish that they were obscure.
‘When the poet, who had achieved
a fame more generally acknow-
ledged throughout Europe than has
perhaps been accorded to any poet
in his own lifetime since the days
of Petrarch, was on his deathbed,
he did not exclaim, “I demand
glory!” but sighed, “I implore
peace !’ Happy indeed the poet
of whom, like Orpheus, nothing is
known but an immortal name !
Happy next, perhaps, the poet of
whom, like Homer, nothing is
known but the immortal works.
The more the merely human part
of the poet remains a mystery, the
more willing is the reverence given

* ¢ Urn Burial.’
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to his divine mission. He may say

with the prophet—

< Mon empire est détruit si I'homme est
reconnu.”

Some kinds of posthumous renown
there are indeed which the purest
coveters of fame might envy. But
such kinds of renown are the rarest ;
nor are they those which most
fascinate the emulous eyes of youth
by the pomps of intellectual splen-
dour. For perhaps a certain rough-
ness of surface is necessary to the
emission of that light which most
strikes the remote beholder, as it is
said the moon would be invisible to
us were its surface even. And the
renowns of which I now speak at-
tract less by the glare of genius
than by the just proportions of
moral beauty, which the genius of
others hallowing and revering them
(as genius ever hallows and reveres
all images of moral beauty), pre-
serves distinct and clear by the
tribute of its own rays.

What English gentleman would
not rejoice to bequeath a name like
that of Sir Philip Sidney ? what
French chevalier like that of Ba-
yard ? what cosmopolitan philan-
thropist like that of Howard ?
what republican patriot like that of
Washington ¢ what holy priest like
that of Carlo Borromeo? But in
all these serene and beautiful re-
nowns the intellectual attributes,
though not inconsiderable, are slight
in comparison with the moral. The
admiring genius of others, however,
invests them with the intellectual
glory which genius alone can be-
stow. They are of those whom
poets do not imitate, but whom
poets exalt and sanctify. Yet in
the moral attributes which secure
their fame they must have been
approached by many of their con-
temporaries never heard of. For
though in intellect a man may so
lift himself above his class, his land,
his age, that he may be said to
tower alone as well as aloft, yet the
moral part of him must, almost
glways,'draw the chief supply of
1ts nutriment from the surrounding
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atmosphere. Where we recognise
in any one an image of moral ele-
vation, which seems to us at the
first glance unique and transcend-
ent, I believe that, on a careful
examination, we shall find that
among his coevals, or in the very
nature of his times, those qualities
which furnish forth their archetype
in him were rife and prevalent.
And if, in him, they have a more
conspicuous and striking embodi-
ment, it will be partly from circum-
stances, whether of birth, fortune,
or favouring event, which first
served to buoy up his merit to the
surface of opinion, and then bear
it onward in strong tide to the
shore of fame ; and partly from
that force of will which is often
neither a moral nor an intellectual
property, but rather a result of
physical energy and constitutional
hardihood of nerve.

Again, some men have found in
a grateful posterity the guardians
of an enviable renown, less by any
remarkable excellence of their own,
than by the wrongs they have suf-
fered in a cause which is endeared
to the interests of mankind. Thus,
William Lord Russell and Algernon
Sidney are hallowed to English
freemen so long as our history shall
last. But if they had not died on
the scaffold, it may be reasonably
doubted whether they could still
live in fame.

Seeing, then, that the prizes
drawn from the funeral urn are so
few, and among the few, so very
few that are worth more than a
blank, it is not surprising that the
desire of posthumous reputation,
though in itself universal, should
rather contract into a yearning for
affection or a regard for character,
bounded to the memory of our own
generation or the next, than expand
into the grandiose conceit of ever-
during fame. Nor do I believe
that with those by whom such fame
is won is the prophetic hope of it a
prevalent motive power after the
dreamy season of early youth. At
the dawn of life, in our school and
college days, we do but dimly see



1863.]

the line between life and death,—
life seems so distinct and so long—
death seems so vague and so far.
Then, when we think of fame, we
scarce discern the difference be-
tween the living and the dead.
Then, our enthusiasm is for ideals,
and our emulation is to vie with
the types that express them. Itis
less living men we would emulate
than immaterial names. In the
martial sports of our play-ground we
identify ourselves not with a Rag-
lan or a Gortschakoff, but with a
Hector or Achilles. Who shall tell
us that Hector and Achilles never
lived —to us, while in boyhood,
they are living still, nay, among the
most potent and vital of living men.
We know not then what we could
not do ; we fancy we could do all
things were we but grown-up men,
We ignore the grave. As we live
familiarly with the ancients, so we
associate our own life with poste-
rity. Is our first copy of verse, on
the Ruins of Pestum—is our first
theme, to the text, ¢Dulce et de-
corum est pro patrid mort,—un-
commended by our tasteless master,
unadmired by our envious class, we
have an undefined consolatory idea
that posterity will do us justice.
And posterity to us seems a next-
door neighbour, with whom we shall
shake bands, and from whom we
shall hear polite compliments—not
when we are dead, but when we are
grown up. We are too full of life
to comprehend that there is any
death except for those old folks
who cannot appreciate us. Bright
and illustrious illusions ! 'Who can
blame, who laugh at the boy, who
not admire and commend him, for
that desire of a fame outlasting the
Pyramids, by which he insensibly
learns to live in a life beyond the
present, and nourish dreams of a
good unattainable by the senses?
But when a man has arrived at the
maturity of his reason, and his sight
has grown sufficiently disciplined to
recognise the boundaries of human
life—when he has insensibly taught
his ear to detect the hollow blare
of those wind-instruments of fame
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which once stirred his heart like
the fife of Calliope descending from
heaven to blend the names of men
with those of the Uranides,—the
greed of posthumous renown passes
away with the other wild longings
of his youth. If he has not already
achieved celebrity even among his
own race, his sobered judgment re-
veals to him the slender chance of
celebrity among the race which fol-
lows, and is sure to be stunned by
living claimants loud enough to ab-
sorb its heed. If he has achieved
celebrity, then his post is marked
out in the Present. He has his
labours, his cares, his duties, for
the day. He cannot pause to dream
what may be said of him in a mor-
row that he will not greet. If really
and substantially famous, his ego-
tism is gone. He is moving with
and for multitudes and his age ;
and what he writes, what he does,
potential in his own time, must in-
deed have its influence over the
times that follow, but often medi-
ately, indirectly, and as indetect-
able from the influence of minds
that blend their light with his own,
as one star-beam is from another.
And for the most part, men thus
actively engaged in the work which
distinguishes them in the eyes of
contemporaries, think as little of
the fame which that work may or
may not accord among distant races
to the six or seven letters which syl-
lable their names, as thinks a star
whose radiance reaches us, of what
poets may hymn to its honour, or
astrologers assign to its effect,under
the name by which we distinguish
the star, whether we call it Saturn
or Mars or Venus.

Certainly we may presume, that of
all aspirants to posthumous renown
poets are the most ardent and the
most persevering—justly so; for of
all- kinds of intellectual merit, the
poet’s is that which contemporaries
may the most fail to recognise.
And yet among poets since the
Christian era (I shall touch later on
those of the heathen time), we can-
not, I think, discover any great
anxiety for posthumous renown in
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those who lived long enough to
fulfil their mission, and have re-
ceived from posterity a homage
that would have sanctioned their
most confident appeal to a future
generation. I say, those who lived
Tong enough to fulfil their mission ;
and I mean, that when their mis-
sion was fulfilled—their great works
done—their care for the opinion of
posterity seems to have been any-
thing but restless and over-eager.
No doubt, in youth, the longing for
posthumous renown in them was
strong. In youth, that yearning
might dictate to Milton the first
conception of some great epic which
the world would not willingly let
die. But when, after the toils and
sorrows of his hard career, the old
man returned to the dream of his
young ambition, the joy of his di-
vine task seems to have been. little
commingled with vain forethought
of the praise it might receive from
men. He himself was so grand a
man, and so fully conscious of his
own grandeur, that, however it may
wounnd our vanity to own it, I do
not think he cared very sensitively
what we light readers or scholastic
critics might say of him, for or
against. The audience which he
hoped to find, “fit, though few,”
was, according to the guess of one
of his shrewdest commentators, con-
fined much to the sect of his own
Puritan brethren.

QGoethe compares the joy of the
poet to the joy of the bird ;—the
bird sings because it is its nature to
sing—not because it is to be prais-
ed for singing. But Milton’s joy
was high beyond the bird’s—it was
the joy of a sublime human soul—
the joy of lifting himself above
man’s judgment, as a great soul
ever seeks to do—high above the
evil days—thedangers and the dark-
ness with which he was encompass-
ed round.

True, he enjoins himself not

¢ Sometimes to forget
Those other two, equalled with me in fate

(So were I equalled with them in renown),
Blind Thamyris and blind Mseonides.”

But the brief sigh for renown, less
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haughtily than modestly breathed
forth in the parenthetical line, soon
swells into the loftier prayer with
which he closes his complaint of the
loss of external day—

¢ 8o much the rather thou, celestial light,
Shine inward, and the mind through all
her powers
Irradiate ! "

Poor and trivial, among sublimer
consolations, would have been even
the assured foreknowledge of that
rank among the worldly subjects of
mortal kings, which Addison’s ele-
gant criticism established for Bur-
net’s blind schoolmaster—to him
who, alone among poets, had the
privilege to say—

¢ Into the heaven of heavens I have pre-

sumed,
An earthly guest, and drawn empyreal
air.”

Again, passages in Shakespeare’s
Sonnets, attesting Shakespeare’s
gensitive pain in the thought of his
equivocal worldly status and voca-
tion, may, not illogically, be held
to imply a correspondent desire for
the glory to which he may have
known that his genius was the
rightful heir. Indeed, if in his
Sonnets he may be fairly presumed
to speak in his own person (as I
think the probable and natural sup-
position), and not, as some contend,
inventing imaginary sentiments for
imaginary persons in imaginary
situations—he indulges in an ex-
ulting vaunt of the immortality his
young muse had already secured—
¢¢ Not marble, not the gilded monuments

Of princes, shall outlive this powerful
rhyme.”

But in his later days, when he had
attained to such reputation as the
reigns of Elizabeth and James
would accord to a playwriter—and
Inckier than most playwriters, and,
of course, more prudent (for genius
so complete as his is always eminent-
1y prudent, eminently practical), had
saved or gained the means which al-
lowed him to retire to New Place in
Stratford—a gentleman, takingrank
not with Homer and Sophocles, but
with county squires—with a Master
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Slender, or even with a Justice
Shallow—he certainly appears to
have given himself no trouble about
preparing his works for us—that is,
for posterity. He left them to take
their chance with a carelessness that
startles commonplace critics. Why
so careless —it startles me to think
that critics can ask why. To an
intellect so consummate as Shake-
speare’s, the thought of another
world beyond the criticism of this
world must have been very familiar;
that it was familiar might, I think,
be made clearly manifest by refer-
ence to the many passages and sen-
tences in which, without dramatic
necessity, and not always with dra-
matic fitness and effect, the great
pyschologist utters his own cherish-
ed thoughts through the lips of his
imaginary creations.

Now, without straining too far
lines in the Sonnets which appear
to intimate his own mournful sense
of humiliation in his calling of play-
er, the age itself so austerely refus-
ed to recognise the stage as a school
of morals or an ally of religion, that
possibly Shakespeare, who so so-
lemnly attests his Christian faith in
the Will written a year before his
death, might have had some humble
doubts whether his mighty genius
had conferred those vast benefits on
mankind which are now recognised
in the wisdom of its genial and com-
prehensive humanity. And thus,
silent as to the works of his mind,
he speaks but of the deathless nature
of his soul—“I commend my soul
into the hands of God my Creator,
hoping, and assuredly, through the
only merits of Jesus Christ my Sav-
iour, to be made partaker of life ever-
lasting ; and my body to the earth
whereof it is made.”

Campbell has thought that Shake-
speare made a secret and touching
reference to his retirement from his
own magic art, in the work which
is held by so many eritics, including
De Quincey, to have been the last
(viz., ‘The Tempest’), and which
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Dyce esteems the most elaborately
finished, of all his plays ; and there
is 5o much in the sympathy by which
one great poet often divines the in-
terior parabolic significations veiled
in the verse of another, that the
opinion of Campbell has here an
authority which will not be lightly
set aside by thoughtful eritics. Cer-
tainly, if Shakespeare were at that
time meditating retirement from the
practice of his art, he could scarcely
have been more felicitously ¢ inspir-
ed to typify himself ” than in Pros-
pero’s farewell to the enchanted
isle—

‘“Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes,

and groves,” &c

It is true that it cannot be clearly
proved, any more than as yet it has
been satisfactorily disproved, that
the ‘Tempest,” performed before
James in 1611, five years previous
to Shakespeare’s decease, really was
the last drama which Shakespeare
wrote ; but if it were ascertained
that, in his retirement at Stratford,
he did, during those five interven-
ing years, busy himself on some
other play,* it would not confute
the assumption that he had meant
to typify himself in that farewell,
and, at the time, had intended to
write plays no more. Descartes at
one moment seriously resolved to
withdraw from philosophical pur-
suits, and yet revoked his resolu-
tion.

Be this as it may, one thing is
certain, whether he did or did not
write plays subsequent to the date
of the ‘ Tempest,” he took no pains
to secure their transmission to pos-
terity, and evinced so little care
even to distinguish those he had
composed from other stock -pieces
in his theatre, that it is only com-
paratively within a recent period
that the many inferior plays assign-
ed to his pen have been rejected
from the list of his dramas ; while
one of the grandest of all his works,
¢ Lear,” is spoken of by Tate as “an

* Dyce says, ““ I suspect that before 1613 he (Shakespeare) had entirely abandoned

dramatic composition.”
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obscure piece recommended to him
by a friend.” ]

My own experience of life, so far
as it has extended, confirms the gen-
eral views I have here taken with
regard to the thirst for posthumous
renown,

T have seldom known a very young
man of first-rate genius in whom
that thirst was not keen ; and still
more seldom any man of first-rate
genius, who, after middle life, was
much tormented by it, more especi-
ally if he had already achieved con-
temporaneous fame, and felt how
little of genuine and unalloyed de-
light it bestows, even while its plau-
dits fall upon living ears.

But, on the other hand, I daily
meet with mediocre men, more es-
pecially mediocre poets, to whom
the vision of a fame beyond the
grave is a habitual hallucination.

And this last observation leads
me to reflect on the strange defi-
ciency of all clear understanding as
to his degree of merit, which is al-
most peculiar to the writer of verse.

In most other departments of in-
tellectual industry and skill a man
soon acquires a tolerably accurate
idea whether what he is doing be
good, bad, or indifferent ; but the
manufacturer of verse seems wholly
unable to estimate the quality of the
fabric he weaves, or perceive whether
the designs he stamps or embroiders
on it are really beauteous and origi-
nal forms, or trite copies and grace-
less patterns. No matter how con-
summate his intelligence in other
domains of mind, yet he may rank
with the most stolid and purblind
of self-deceivers when he has to pass
judgment on his own rhymes.

Frederick the Great is certainly
Fritz the Little when he abandons
the tented field for the Pierian grot.
Richelieu never errs in his concep-
tions of the powers at his command
except when he plunges into rhyme
—mnever, in hig vainest moments,
overrates his strength against courts
gmd nobles and foreign armies, but
is wholly unable to comprehend that
he is not a match for Corneille in
the composition of a tragedy.

(July,

Nay, what is still more strange,
poets the most confessedly illustri-
ous have not always been able to
judge so well as the most common-
place and prosaic of their readers
the relative merits of their own per-
formances. Milton is said to have
preferred his ‘Paradise Regained’
to his ¢Paradise Lost;’ Byron to
have estimated his imitations of
Pope at a higher value than his
¢Childe Harold’ or his ‘Siege of
Corinth.” Campbell felt for ‘The-
odric’ a more complacent affection
than he bestowed on ¢ Gertrude of
Wyoming ;’ and even Goethe, who
judged bhis own compositions with a
cooler and more candid survey than
any other poet ever bestowed on the
beloved children of his brain, can
neither by artistic critics nor popular
readers be thought justified in pre-
ferring the Second Part of ‘ Faust’
to the First.

Possibly a main cause of this of-
fuscation of intelligence in verse-
writers may be found in the delight
which the composition of verse gives
to the author. And Richelieu ex-
plained why he, so acute in assess-
ing his power for governing king-
doms, was so dull in comprehending
his abilities for the construction of
rhyme, in the answer he once gave to
Desmarets, to whom he said,wearily,
“In this troubled life of mine, what
do you think constitutes my chief
pleasure ?”  Desmarets, courtier-
like, replied, “The thought that you
are making thehappinessof France.”
“Pas de tout /” answered Riche-
lieu, “cest & faire les vers.”

Now, the mere delight of making
verse was perhaps quite as great
in Richelieu as in Corneille—is as
great in the schoolboy poetaster as
in the loftiest bard; and in the
loftiest bard not less, possibly even
more, when he is rapidly and pain-
lessly writing down to his lowest
level, than when piling thought on
thought,with carefully selected mar-
bles of expression, up to his highest
height. If it be truly reported of
Virgil that he spent the morning in
pouring forth his verses, and the
evening in correcting, condensing,
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abridging, polishing the verses thus
composed, the probability is that
the morning’s task was one of de-
light, and the evening’s task one of
pain. But without the evening’s
task, possibly the morning’s task
might not have secured to posteri-
ty the Monstrum sine labe, which
Scaliger has declared Virgil to be.
The verse-maker’s pleasure in his
verse intoxicates him. It is natu-
ral that he should think that what
so pleased him to write, it ought to
please others to read. If it do not
please them, it is the bad taste of
the day—it is the malice of coteries
—the ignorance of critics. Pos-
terity will do him justice. And

thus the veriest poetaster takes re-

fuge in the thought of posterity,
with as complacent an assurance as
could possibly cheer the vision of
the loftiest poet. Indeed, if the
loftiest poet had been sensible of
pain as well as pleasure in his com-
position, his pain would have made
him sensible of his faults ; whereas
the poetaster, in composing, feels
only the unalloyed satisfaction of
belief in his merits. And thus,
having cited one traditional anec-
dote of the painstaking Virgil, I
may add another—viz, that, far
from deeming himself Monstrum
sine labe, he considered his ¢ Aneid’
not sufficiently corrected and per-
fected for the eye of posterity, and
desired that it should be destroyed.

I think, then, that a poet of some
thought and modesty will hesitate
before he admit as a genuine, solid,
well-founded consolation for any
present disparagement to which he
may conceive his genius unjustly
subjected, that belief in future ad-
miration, which he must share in
common with the most ordinary
mortals who ever composed a hemi-
stich. He can never feel quite
sure that his faith in posterity is a
sound one. Granted that he have
an internal conviction, which ap-
pears to him a divine prescience,
that posterity will reward him for
the neglect of his own day ; yet, if
he will take the pains to inquire,
he will find that an internal con-
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viction, conceived to be a prescience
just as divine, comforts the grocer’s
apprentice in the next street, whose
hymns to Mary, or Marathon, or
the Moon, have been churlishly
refused admission into the Poet’s’
Corner of a Monthly Magazine.

But, after all, a consolation for
present disparagement or neglect, in
the persuasion, well or ill founded,
of praise awarded by a future gene-
ration, does not seem to me a very
elevated source of comfort, nor do
I think it would be dearly prized
by a strong mind, which has ma-
tured its experiences of mortal life,
and trained itself to reflect upon
the scope and ends of an immortal
spirit.  Although most men des-
tined to achieve large objects com-
mence their career with a rich share
of that love of approbation which
is harshly called vanity, yet in
masculine natures there is no pro-
perty which more refines itself into
vapour, and fades away out of the
character, when completed, com-
pact, rounded, solidified, by its own
evolutions in the lengthened course
of its orbit, than that same restless
gaseous effervescence of motive
power which, at the onset of the
career, while the future star is still
but a nebula, bubbles and seethes
from the crudity of struggling forces.
That passion for applause, whether
we call it vanity or by some nobler
name, has done its work in the or-
ganisation of the man when he has
effected things that are substantially
worthy of applause.

And here I may observe that
there are three causes of satisfac-
tion in the creation of works de-
signed for endurance, that are often
confounded with the pleasure sup-
posed to exist in the anticipation
of the fame which may eventually
honour the design. 1st, The satis-
faction of art in the consultation of
the elementary requisite of artistic
construction ; 2d, The satisfaction
of what I call the intellectual con-
science, and shall endeavour to de-
fine; 3d, The satisfaction of the
moral conscience.

1st. Durability is the requisite of
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all constructive art ; the artist in-
tuitively aims at it in all his ideals
of form, and the aim itself consti-
tutes one of the steadiest, nor least
vivid, of the Pleasures of Art. No
great architect could feel much de-
light in his palaces if he built them
of snow ; and even should he build
them of marble, his anguish, as
artist, would be keen if he dis-
covered that he had committed
some so great fault in mechanics,
that his girders and columns were
unable to support his dome, and
in a few years his fabric would be
a ruin, Neither could any great
writer rejoice in designing works
in which he knew that the principle
of duration was violated or ignored.
What is thus true as a source of
satisfaction in art is, though in
lesser degree, true also in action,
wherever the action be that of a
constructor. Strenuous endeavour,
in all really great minds, aims at
durability, wherever it seeks to
construct.

And in proportion to a man’s
belief in the worthiness of labours
which necessitate the sacrifice of
many fugitive joys, will be his sa-
tisfaction in the adoption of prin-
ciples which tend to secure the re-
sult of those labours from decay.
Nor is this all. In the very habit
of consulting the object of perman-
ence in the designs which he medi-
tates, his whole mind ascends into
a higher and calmer atmosphere of
intellectual enjoyment ; he is less
affected by the cares and troubles
of the immediate hour in his posi-
tive existence, and less mortified
by any shortlived envy or neglect
to which his intellectual or ideal
existence is subjected. As the eye
finds a soothing charm in gazing
on extended prospects, so does the
mind take pleasure in contemplat-
ing objects remote in time.

“'Tis distance lends enchantment to the
view.”

2d. There i3 an intellectual as
well as a moral conscience ; and the
content of both is serene and full
in proportion as the attraction to
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things evanescent is counteracted by
the attraction towards objects that
endure. Hence genius is patient
as well as virtue, and patience is at
once an anodyne and a tonic—nay,
more, it is the only stimulant which
always benefits and never harms.

3d. There is a cheering pleasure
to the moral conscience akin to that
of beneficence, in the construction
of intellectual works worthy of du-
ration—a satisfaction which every
human being not indifferent to the
welfare of his kind may reasonably
conceive in the design of things
that may contribute to the uses
and enjoyments of succeeding gen-
erations.

But all these three sources of gra-
tification are wholly distinet from
the vainer and ignobler calculations
of reward for present labours in the
imagined murmur of future plau-
dits. For, after all, perhaps the
best of what aman of genius (what-
ever his fame may be) has accom-
plished, is never traced popularly
or distinctly home to him. He
suggests infinitely more than he
can perform—what he performs is
visible, what he suggests is undis-
cerned. Whether in science, or art,
or action, he implants many an idea
in other thinds, which they develop
in their own way, unconscious of
what they owed to the originator.
Can any living poet tell us, or
divine himself, what he owes to
Shakespeare, to Homer, or perhaps
to some forgotten ballad, chanted
low by an old woman’s cracked
voice when he lay half asleep, half
awake, and the shadows of twilight
crept along his nursery-floors ? Let
me start a great thought—Ilet me
perform a noble action—and the
effects thereof may continue, impel-
ling wave after wave of the world’s
moral atmosphere till the last verge
of time ; but that I should publish
the thought or do the action from
a motive of reward in human praise,
would neither evince a sublime
generosity of mind, nor a prudent
calculation of probable results. For
whether the praise be now or a
thousand years hence, it would still
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be but human praise ; and if there
would be something inherently vain
in my nature, and vulgar in my
ambition, did I make myself a
mere secker of applause now, I do
not see that I should be more mag-
nanimous because the applause thus
coveted was a deferred investment.
All T can see is, that I should be
less rational ; for at least applause
now I can enjoy—applause when I
am dead I cannot.

Nor would it be a sign of a dis-
ciplined intellect to forget the un-
pleasant truth introduced by so vast
a majority of instances—viz., that a
man who cannot win fame in his
own age,will have very small chance
of winning it from posterity. True,
there are some half-dozen excep-
tions to this truth among millions
of myriads that attest it; but what
man of common sense would invest
any large amount of hope in so un-
promising a lottery !

Now, in proportion as some ear-
nest child of genius and labour,
with capacities from which renown
emanates and travels as light does
from a sun, nears the mystery of
the grave, it is a reasonable suppo-
sition that his mind will more so-
lemnly take into its frequent medi-
tation the increasing interest of the
mighty question to which the very
thought of the grave invites all who
have learned to think. Either he
arrives at a firm conviction, or at
least at a strong belief, one way or
other—or he remains in that inde-
cision of doubt which distrusts a
guide and disdains a guess. If his
conviction or belief be that which I
conceive to be exceedingly rare in
men of genius,—viz., that when the
breath passes from his clay, his
sense of being, his Ego, is eternally
annihilated, and all of him that re-
main indestructible are what he in
life despised as the meanest and
rudest parts of him—viz., the mere
elements of his material form escap-
ing from his coffin to furnish life to
some other material form, veget-
able or organic, with which he can
have no conscious identity, no cog-
nate affinity,—TI cannot conceive by
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what confusion of ideas he could
rejoice in some remote honour paid
to the £go blotted evermore out of
creation. I can understand that a
man adopting this Sadducean creed
might still care what his children,
his friends might think of him when
absorbed in the Néant or Nothing-
ness which Danton understood by
the word Death; because, though
he may argue himself out of the
perceptions of his soul, he has obey-
ed, perhaps to the last kiss of his
faltering lip, the last wistful look
of his glazing eye, the feelings of
his heart; and it is his heart which
bids him hope that the children he
loves, the friends he regrets to leave,
should, if but for their sakes, feel
no shame in mourning him who so
loved and cherished them. But an
egotistical desire for mere fame con-
tinued after the Zgo itself is anni-
hilated—after children and friends
are annihilated in their turn; a
fame which, howsoever long it may
endure, is but to be transmitted to
races all as perishable in thought
and’ spirit as himself, momentary
animations of mere salts, and mine-
rals, and gases—evanescent as May-
flies on a rivulet, and obeying but
instinets as limited to the earth
they scarcely touch ere they quit, as
are an ant’s to the wants of its toil-
some commonwealth ;—a desire for
posthumous fame, on the conditions
founded on such Dbelief, were a
bloodless and imbecile vanity, to
which a man worthy to win fame
could scarcely bow even his human
pride.

But if on this subject of spiritual
immortality a man approach -the
grave with no conviction—no be-
lief one way or other (simply in
that state of sceptic doubt with
which philosophy commences in-
quiry, and out of which into some
definite conclusion or other it must
emerge if it would solve a single
secret or hazard a single guess into
truth), then, I apprehend that the
very coolness of his temperament
would preserve him from any very
eager desire for a thing so airy and
barren—so unphilosophical in itself
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as the vague echo of a name. Minds
thus cautiously hesitating before
they can acknowledge the substance
of proofs, are not likely to be the
superstitious adorers of a phantom.

Lastly, if a man of strong mind
and bright imagination has come
to the firm conviction or pervading
faith that he begins after death to
live again in some region wholly
remote from earth, with wholly
new perceptions adapted to new
destinations, the desire of mere re-
nown on the spot to which for an
infinitesimally brief period of his
being he has been consigned, may
indeed be conceived, may at mo-
ments be even keen, but it will
not be constant, nor, when it stirs
within him, be long indulged. For
it could scarcely fail to become
subordinate (in proportion to the
height of his aspirations and the
depth of his intellect) to the more
important question—how far he
has been preparing and training
himself, not for renown to the name
which on quitting earth he will
have more cast off and done with
than Pythagoras had cast off and
done with that of Euphorbus, but
rather for new name and new rank
in that great career which only com-
mences when earth and its names
are left.

Thus the dream of fame, so warm
and vivid in very early youth, gra-
dually obtains its euthanasia among
the finest orders of minds, in a kind
of serene enthusiasm for duty. The
more beautiful and beautifying is
the nature of the man, the more
beauty that nature throws into its
ideals of duty. So that duty itself
loses its hard and austere aspects,
and becomes as much the gracious
and sweet result of impulses which
mellow into habits, as harmony is
the result of keys and chords fitted
and attuned to musie.

Among the ancients, the peculiar
religious conceptions of a future life
seem to have given to the desire of
posthumous fame, a force, a fervour,
which it could scarcely draw from
any existent mode of psychological
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belief, whether that of a Christian
or a deistical philosopher. For with
either of the last this life is but an
initiation—a probation; and the
life hereafter is not a spectral con-
tinuance of the same modes of be-
ing, but a fresh and strange exist-
ence—immeasurably, ineffably more
glorious, at least for those not con-
demned to lasting punishments by
the Divine Judge—and (where the
philosopher ventures on specula-
tions warranted to his reason, by
analogies from natural laws) a state
of development and progress such
as becomes the sublime notion of a
being exalted from material into
spiritual spheres, But the popular,
and indeed (with the exception of
a few-segregated sages) the almost
universal idea of the classic ancients
as to a future state even for the
Blessed, was not one of progress
and development, but of a pale imi-
tation in the sunless Elysian fields
of the pursuits which had pleased
on earth. It is no wonder that
Horace should exult to have built
in his verse a monument of himself
more perennial than brass; when,
in his vision of the realms of Pro-
serpine and the chosen seats of the
Pious, Sappho still wailingly sings of
hermortalloves,and Alceeus,in more
ample strain, chants to his golden
lyre the hardships of shipwreck and
flight and war. . To recall the span
of life was the only occupation of
eternity. The more contentious and
strifeful the reminiscences invoked,
the more agreeably they relieved the
torpor of unwilling repose—
¢ Magis
Pugnas et exactos tyrannos
nsum humeris bibit aure volgus.”

Putting aside the speculative con-
jectures of their philosophers, the
notions of a future state con-
ceived by the ancients have no
representation in any of the three
sections of modern doctrine at
which I have superficially glanced.
They did not doubt with the mo-
dern sceptic—did not accept a na-
tural religion like the modern deist,
nor rely upon the distinct assur-
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ances of a divine revelation, like
the modern Christian. They main-
tained the continuance after death
of an unsatisfactory, unalluring
state of being, in which the
mortal, conducted by Mercury to
Charon s boat, was, in mind, desire,
and thought, as in bodily form, but
the ghost and larva of his former
self. In the fields of Asphodel,
nothing new, nothing more, was to
be done throughout the flat waste
of wearisome eternity—mortal life
alone was the sphere of intellect
and action. What, therefore, the
mortal had done in life was all
that the immortal could do through-
out the endless ages. And as the
instinct of immortality is not, when
it be profoundly examined, the
mere craving to live on, but, with
all finer natures, the craving to live
worthily, hereafter as here; so, to
genius the life even of Elysian
fields being but an objectless, un-
progressive existence, the very in-
stinct of the only immortality in
any way correspondent to its powers
as well as to its aspirations served
to intensify the desire of perpe-
tuity for the things achieved in
the sole sphere of life, wherein any-
thing at all could be achieved. And
as the brightest joy the Elysian
wanderer could experience was in
the remembrance of his glories past,
so the fame for glories past in his
life of man formed a practical idea
of enduring solace, even in the
notions a heathen formed of his
life as spirit. Nor can even the
philosopher thoroughly escape the
influence of the prevalent and po-
pular tenets of his age. And thus
the old philosophers, in their re-
jection of vulgar fables, and their
more enlightened conceptions of
the destination of souls, did not,

and could not, attain to the same.

spiritual elevation of thought as is
at this day mechanically attained
by even "the philosophical deist
who, in. rejecting Christianity, at
least takes his start into specula-
tion from the height he quits. For
his idea of a soul’s destination will
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include total change of earthly pur-
suits and ends——-development and
progress through the eternity he
concedes to it.

Thus, among the ancients of the
classic world, as among our Teuton
or Scandinavian forefathers, the
life of ghost being little more than
the pale reflection of the life of
man, the man not unnaturally
identified his ambition with that
renown amongst men, the con-
sciousness of which would form the
most vivid of his pleasures, and
afford him the highest rank, in the
Realm of Shadow.

It is not so to the psychologist,
who associates his notion of immor-
tal life with that of infinite pro-
gress, and lifts the hope of virtue
farther and farther from the breath
of man—nearer and nearer towards
the smile of God.

Let us consider! Suppose you
were to say to an intelligent, aspir-
ing child, at a small preparatory
school, “ The reward to which you
must look forward, as inducement
and encouragement to all your pre-
sent toils and privations, is the
renown you will leave in this little
school when you have left it. No
matter how repugnant now your
lessons, no matter how severe your
floggings, no matter how cruel the
boys, nor how unjust the master—
is it not a sublime consolation, a
sustaining joy, that, fifty years
after you have gone out of these
narrow walls into the spacious
world on which they open, other
little boys, in skeleton - jackets
like your own, will point to the
name you have carved on your
desk, and say, ‘He was one of
us ? r

I suspect that the child, being
intelligent and aspiring, would
answer, if permitted to speak
frankly, ‘ Sir, that is all very well ;
but in itself such anticipation would
not console me in my sufferings,
nor sustain me in my trials. Cer-
tainly I should be well pleased,
while I am here, to be admired by
my schoolfellows and praised by
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my masters; that hope would en-
courage and animate me, as a
present reward for present labours ;
but when you bid me look into the
future for reward, my mind does
not conceive it probable that it will
go back to the past life in this
little school—involuntarily it goes
forward to that wide world, which,
as you say, opens out of the school,
and for which my lessons here edu-
cate and prepare me; and to win
high place among those in that
larger world, is a dream of ambi-
tion much more inspiring, and much
more comforting, than any thought
of what little boys in skeleton-
jackets may say of me in this little
school, fifty years after I have left
it, and forgotten all the troubles
and torments I experienced here-
in.”

Yet what preparatory school, as
compared with the great world it
leads to, can be to the child so
small and insignificant as the scope
of this life must seem to the man
who believes himself immortal,
compared with the infinity .for
which this life educates his soul ?
And if, on the other side of the
grave, we allow ourselves to sup-
pose that a departed spirit could
be made aware of the renown
which it has left on this—could
learn that, centuries or cycles after
it had quitted the poor painful
little school, the name it had
carved on its old worm-eaten desk
wag still visible, and pointed out
to new-comers by the head boys
with respect — we can scarcely
conceive that this long-departed
spirit would feel any very sensible
Joy.

For indeed it does happen to
many of us to be told in middle
life or old age, that at the little
preparatory school —where, after
some mental effort, we can just
dimly remember that our knuckles
were once rapped by an usher, and
our tasks once rewarded by a badge
of ribbon, or even a silver medal—
little boys, little as we were then,
do talk of us, do point to the
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name we so clumsily carved on our
desk, and do say, “That fellow
was one of the cleverest boys we
ever had at the school.” And yet
I do not think that when, from
time to time, such complimentary
intelligence comes to us—mature
men—it dwells on our minds for
more than a moment or so. It
may give a ftransient and luke-
warm gratification ; but the grander
occupations of our mature life, in
grander spheres of action, engage
and absorb us, and lift our sources
of joy high beyond the reminis-
cence of petty triumphs achieved
by us when little children. Five
hundred years is a long term for
renown on earth, yet it is not too
much to hope that five hundred
years after an immortal being has
left this world, he will be at least
as far advanced and exalted in the
measureless course of his progress
—above his proudest achievements
in this human life—as a man of
sixty can be advanced and exalted
in the development of his powers
beyond the Gradus and Syntax he
dog-eared fifty years ago.

Out of these reflections grows a
psychological query, which, as it
often occurs to me when meditat-
ing on such subjects, I venture to
cast forth in suggestion. Assum-
ing, as sufficiently borne out by
evidence, the propositions herein
laid down—viz., that the desire for
posthumous reputation is so far
common to mankind, that few of
us do not desire that those we love
and esteem should cherish and re-
spect our memory for what are
called our moral qualities—while
the desire of renown among those
not endeared to us by personal love
and esteem, for qualities purely
intellectual, is limited to very
few, and of those few, fewer still
(nor they, perhaps, the worthiest
of renown) with whom the de-
sire is either intense or habi-
tual after the season of youth ;—
assuming, I say, the general truth
of those propositions, may it not
be possible, seeing how far the
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great scheme of Providence em-
braces general laws rather than
particular exceptions, and makes
most enduring the phenomena most
general and least exceptional—may
it not be possible that, while we
retain in the next life the same or
kindred instinets of affection, the
same or kindred substrata of moral
being, our purely intellectual at-
tributes may undergo a complete
transformation—that a wholly new
order of those mental faculties,
which we here, in vulgar phrase,
call our “talents,” may grow up
within altered organisations fitted
to the wholly new range of desti-
nies and duties to which we are
removed and readapted? Now,
when we pursue the thoughts which
this query humbly starts, we are
certainly compelled to allow that
by far the greater number of these
intellectual faculties or “talents”
are specially applicable to the spe-
cial order of things which belongs
to this life, and for which no
philosophical speculation on the
next life enables us to conjecture
any renewal of analogous uses.

I may have the special talents
that fit me to be a great general, or
a great lawyer, or a great surgeon ;
and for such talents, in such fitting
application of them in this life, I
may, in this life, obtain great re-
nown, though, apart from the spe-
cial talents for which the renown
is obtained, I may be but a very
ordinary mortal. Nor can I, by
any stretch of imagination, suppose
that any field for these special
talents lies yonder—in the spiri-
tual empyrean. There, surely, no
spirit will have to consider how
many other spirits he can destroy
with the least destruction of life to
his own spiritual followers ; there,
surely, no spirit can find exercise
for those talents so valued here, by
which witnesses are puzzled, juries
dazzled, truth clipped or counter-
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feited by the craft of a glozing
tongue ; there, surely, will be no
work for the surgeon’s skill—no
bones to set, no limbs to amputate
—no discoveries in blood and tis-
sues, such as give fame to a Harvey
or a Bichat. So far as concerns
the special talents which their
whole intellectual organisation here
was devoted to enlarge and enrich,
the occupations of these Othellos—
martial, forensic, clinical — would
be gone.*

Do the followers of art arrogate
better right of perpetuated exercise
to their special talents—or may we
not rather doubt if an immortal
being, removed from the sphere of
academies and galleries, exhibitions
and patrons, would even desire to
go on through eternity sculpturing
and painting? Orators, to whom,
here, we accord such popular re-
nown, would find small profit from
Quintilian’s lessons, in realms
where nothing wrong can be de-
fended, and nothing right can be
attacked. Even authors, alas! may
not secure to their “talents’” the
scope and delight of perpetuated
scribbling. For each author has
his own specialty, whereby he wins,
here, his fame : one i3 a poet, an-
other a novelist, a third a historian,
a fourth a critic, and a fifth perhaps
a political pamphleteer. But out
of any of these special departments
of intellect subtract the special
pabulum that the soil of each de-
partment requires-— subtract this
world of men, with men’s fleeting
interests and passions, and there
would remain little or nothing for
which the special faculty of the
author is adapted. The poet, per-
haps, would claim a superb exemp-
tion—he would contend for the
privilege of eternal versifying, as
the highest occupation of spiritnal
existence. But if you take from
any poet to whom ecriticism here
accords the highest order, the theses

* The thought here expressed is, in a previous Essay (July 1862, p. 42), applied
to ¢ Hints on Mental Culture:’ ‘“This world is a school for the education not of

a faculty, but of a man,”
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of crime and war, pity and terror,
suffering and strife—you take away
all that gave to his special faculty
as poet its noblest exercise and its
most confessed renown. He might
still, it is true, describe and moral-
ise, but it were some discourage-
ment to that anticipation to be told
by Hegel, that of all departments
of poetic art, the descriptive and
didactic are the lowest. And to de-
scribe and moralise as spirit in a
spiritual state of being !—what spe-
cial faculty in mortal poet would
be fitted to describe what no mortal
heart can conceive, or to moralise
where no immorality is permitted?
Nay, even the genius of the great
preacher, who has devoted his spe-
cial faculties to the holiest uses,
will have surely no need to preach
to immortals, It is not his talents
as preacher—though here their uses
are so vast—though here the re-
nown they bequeath is so august ;
but rather the purity and the lov-
ingness of motive—the moral qua-
lities, in short, that animated the
talents, dictated their uses, beauti-
fied the preacher’s whole moral
being—which we may reasonably
conceive continued, perpetuated,
developed in a world where there
are no sins to denounce and no sor-
rows to console.

The philosophers, as the seekers
after nature and explorers of the
unknown, have implied, in many
an eloquent page, that their special
talents are those best fitted for
celestial regions. But, unluckily
for this assumption, it is a maxim
received among philosophers them-
selves, from the days of Aristotle
down to those of Sir William Ham-
ilton, that philosophy ceases where
truth is acknowledged. Instancing
the received doctrine of gravitation,
Sir William Hamilton says, “Ar-
rived at the general fact that all
bodies gravitate towards each other,
we inquire no farther” Again,
“The sciences always studied with
keenest interest are those in a state
of progress and uncertainty ; abso-
lute certainty and absolute comple-
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tion would be the paralysis of any
study; and the last, worst calamity
that could befall man as he is at
present constituted, would be that
full and final possession of specu-
lative truth which he now vainly
anticipates as the consummation of
his intellectual happiness.” Thus
the genius, and even the desire, of
philosophy ceases in any state of
being where truth ceases to be un-
certain. The special talents of the
philosopher are those which en-
able him keenly to detect, and cau-
tiously to trace, a something in
creation previously obscured or
hidden. But let the something be
made clear and acknowledged, and
there is nothing left to philoso-
phise about. So that when we come
to examine, it would seem that not
only do the occupations for those
special intellectual faculties which
we call our “ talents,” and on which
earthly renown is bestowed, seem
to terminate with their special uses
for their exercise on earth ; but the
stimulants and motives which have
called forth their exercise would be
withdrawn in a state of being which,
according to all enlightened conjec-
ture, must be distinguished from
this by the very absence of those
causes in human passion, contest,
suffering, error, by which such spe-
cial faculties are quickened and im-
pelled. And seeing that, by the
Divine Guide towards the future
whom Christians revere, so much
stress is laid on cultivating the affec-
tions of the heart, and the moral
gentiments which conduce to moral
improvement, while no stress is laid
on the elaborate culture of purely
intellectual faculties (as it was by .
those Greek philosophers who seem
to have regarded the affections of
the heart with sublime contempt,
and made moral improvement the
result of that scholastic wisdom into
which they resolved virtue, and
which not one man in a million
could have the leisure to acquire or
the wits to understand, so that their
conception of the blessed would
have been a college of lecturing
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sages), —this comparative silence
of Christian doctrine as to heavenly
reward for the intellectual faculties
which win earthly renown, may
have deeper reason than at first
glance appears ;—viz., not only be-
cause Christian promise being ex-
tended to illiterate multitudes as
well as to the cultured few, only
those requirements for immortal re-
ward were enforced, with which the
peasant as well as the sage could
comply ; but also because the foun-
dations of our future spiritual re-
construction are in those portions
of our being which are given to us
in common, and not in those special
faculties or talents which may be
as exclusively adapted to this earth
as are the instincts of the caterpil-
lar to his state of caterpillar, and
may undergo as great and entire a
change as do the instincts of the
insect when it abandons its creep-
ing form and hovers in the air—a
butterfly.

Possibly, at first sight, the views
here suggested may seem discourag-
ing to our human intellectual pride.
“ What,” I may ask, “ are the facul-
ties I have so studied, whether as
soldier, lawyer, surgeon, artist, au-
thor, orator, to develop and ripen
here, as the finest part of my being,
and to my pre-eminence in which
my fellow-men accord their praise—
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are those faculties to perish while I
myself do not perish? No; whither
goes my soul, must go my mind;
whither goes my mind, must go those
special faculties which my mind has
the most diligently cultivated and
the most largely developed.” Vain
presumption! Whither goes the
soul, may go the mind-—but a mind
so wholly changed, that it no longer
needs, for the purveyors of ideas,
the senses of the material body, nor
the inducements to special purposes
and uses limited to an initiatory
stage of trial.

For the rest, so long as T myself
~—the personal integral Ego, con-
scious of identity—survive, and am
borne to a higher state of develop-
ment, it is no extravagant supposi-
tion, that if what are now called
my faculties or talents, being no
longer needed, fade out from my
new phase of being, they will be
succeeded by other capacities and
powers of which I cannot conceive
nor conjecture (so foreign they will
be to my present modes of thought
and existence), but which may be
so incomparably loftier than those
which I now complacently value,
that could I foreknow the differ-
ence, I should smile to think I had
pined to carry my spark of glow-
worm into the splendours of celes-
tial light.
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FROM CRACOW TO WARSAW.

LETTER FROM POLAND.,—NO. IIL

Ir it is impossible, without visit-
ing Poland, to obtain an accurate
idea of the true character of the
insurrection, and of the nature of
the obstacles with which it has to
contend, it is still more difficult for
the traveller to convey in any satis-
factory form the result of his obser-
vations. As an essential.condition
to the ultimate success of the move-
ment is secrecy, a stranger must en-
joy peculiar advantages to acquire
information of any real value, and
can only expect to be let in behind
the scenes upon the assumption,
not merely that he is thoroughly
trustworthy, but that his sympa-
thies are entirely with the insur-
gents. He is thus naturally ex-
pected to tell only what may ad-
vance the cause, and to colour, with
a pardonable enthusiasm, his narra-
tion of the events which have come
under hisnotice. Under no circum-
stances is he regarded as an impar-
tial observer, whose only object is
the discovery of truth: if he be not
a frantic and unreasoning partisan
either of one side or the other, he
can be nothing else than a political
spy. In that case, it is probable
that both parties will tell him just
so much as they think proper, and
may possibly also take great pains
to mislead him where it may seem
to serve their ends. Neither Rus-
sians nor Poles will ever believe
that an Englishman should have
no other object in visiting them
than that of relieving the mono-
tony of the London season by a
little mild excitement likely to be
afforded by the investigation of a
country in a state of revolution, or
that he should be animated by the
still more natural and worthy mo-
tive of improving his mind, and
forming his own opinions upon the
political events of the day. That
he should travel on beaten paths
for the mere purpose of sight-see-

ing, is in their eyes a silly English
eccentricity, to which they have got
accustomed ; but that he should take
an abstract interest in the moral,
political, social, or religious condi-
tion of foreign nations, is to them
incomprehensible. That one should
not be contented with learning geo-
graphy at school, but choose as a
pursuit the observation of men, and
the study of the working and effects
of their institutions in different
countries, is in their eyes simply
ludicrous ; and yet it is only the
exploratory tendency cropping out
in another form. Instead of plung-
ing into the centre of Africa to dis-
cover the source of the Nile, like
Speke and Grant, why not dive
into the sources of revolutions ?
Why confine exploration to physi-
cal geography, when there are so
many moral and political geogra-
phical problems yet unsolved ?
When does human nature lie more
open to philosophical examination
than when convulsed by mixed and
violent passions? When is the
value of political institutions bet-
ter tested than during a revolu-
tion? When is the national char-
acter more easily read? What is
more exciting than the acquisition
of knowledge when everybody con-
spires to retain it from you ! What
more interesting than those specu-

-lations upon the future, to which

the most critical moments in a
nation’s history give rise ? There is
a fermentation in political opinion
upon the Continent just now which
promises to be a fruitful source of
revolution, but each movement will
owe its origin to different causes ;
it will be marked by its own special
conditions ; and just in proportion
as his former experience has enabled
the observer to arrive at just and
accurate conclusions, will he find
an interest in bringing his know-
ledge to bear on each successive
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occasion, and thus be better able
to examine, with the calm and
impartial scrutiny of a surgeon,
the seat of the disease, watch
its progress, and predict its re-
sult.

The happy privilege which Eng-
lishmen possess of being able to
travel without restraint, and to
express their opinions openly and
without reserve, is calculated to
puzzle and mislead foreigners who
have lived in the retirement of
oppressed nationalities. The im-
possibility of being frank and open
among themselves, renders them
suspicious of those who come with-
out arriére pensée to visit them,
and have no reason to disguise
their feelings on political subjects.

Thus, I was not surprised to find
in the ‘Czas, a Polish newspaper
published at Cracow, the following
paragraph, sent to it from Warsaw,
on the occasion of my visit to that
city, by its special correspondent,
who evidently could not conceive
it possible that I should go there
at such a time for my own amuse-
ment, and, when there, that I should
say what I thought :—

“ WARSAW, 25th April.

“T have some further news to an-
nounce t0 you respecting the
Englishman who, ostensibly in the
character of an ordinary tourist and
observer, but really, I believe, with
an object well known to Palmer-
ston, has arrived here to have a
nearer view of us. In general, he
expressed himself with great hos-
tility towards France; he thinks
we ought to turn out the Russians
by every possible means—even the
least proper; at the same time he
tried very hard to frighten us by
detailing the sad consequences of
an eventual French intervention,
pointing out with much indigna-
tion the traditional policy of the
Napoleonic race, whose members,
while constantly making use of us,
always ended by leaving us to our
own efforts. He expressed much
love for us in the name of the three
United Kingdoms of Great Britain :
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it was, however, not difficult- to
perceive beneath this fine appear-
ance of sympathy a much deeper
object.”

In other words, I only expressed
the sentiments of nine Englishmen
out of ten, when I told those Poles
with whom I conversed that they
possessed the sympathies of the
English generally, and that they
would retain those sympathies more
surely by trusting to their own
efforts alone to expel the Russians
from Poland, than by looking to
the French Emperor for assistance,
while, like the Italians, they might
feel the weight of their obligations
to France little less oppressive than
the tyranny from which they es-
caped, if they owed anything to
her. It was indeed rather trying
to the temper of a Briton to be in-
formed at every turn that England
was the only obstacle in the way of
the reconstitution of Poland, and
that our selfish policy prevented
a magnanimous and disinterested
Power from liberating the Poles,
and advancing the cause of pro-
gress and humanity in Europe.
The familiarity of the Poles with
the French language, and the tra-
ditional and historical associations
connected with France, draw their
sympathies strongly towards that
country. Deriving all their ideas
of European policy through French
newspapers, they are in general
ignorant of any other views than
those which are put forward in
them, and unite a profound respect
for the French Emperor with an
intense admiration for the people
he governs. It is difficult to say
whether my supposed capacity of
political intriguer facilitated or
impeded my very harmless investi-
gations : on the one hand, I found
no difficulty whatever in hearing a
vast number of political opinions,
but there was no great variety in
them, and an utter absence of facts.
I was perpetually grasping at sha-
dows ; the realities were there, but
they were difficult to lay hold of.
There was a great deal going on
while I was at Cracow ; bands were
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forming, people were plotting, and
important measures being .adopted,
and yet a stranger, while over-
whelmed with kindness and hospi-
tality, was groping in the dark.
Perhaps this was only natural, and
the prudence and reticence which
characterised the leaders of the
movement had been taught by
bitter experience; but it stimu-
lated one’s faculties all the more,
and I regret that the most inter-
esting items of information which
I ultimately obtained I am not at
liberty to disclose. The delicacy
of the situation arose out of the
relations in which the Galician
Poles, who are co-operating in every
possible way with those in Russia,
stand with reference to Austria.
It was of the utmost importance
that the measures undertaken in
Cracow should be of such a nature
that the jealousy or suspicion of
the Austrian Government should
not be aroused — that nothing,
in fact, should be done which
should induce the Austrian Govern-
ment to interpose greater difficul-
ties to the formation of bands and
the transmission of arms than those
which already existed. Cracow was
essential as a base of operations ;
the policy of Prussia had increased
the value of Galicia in this respect ;
and the most serious blow which
the movement could receive, it was
in the power of Austria to inflict.
Every day almost indicated some
change in the policy of this latter
Power. At one moment the re-
strictions were relaxed, and there
seemed a tendency to give the
greatest latitude to the stipulations
which exist between Russia and
Austria, in favour of the movement ;
at another the reins were unex-
pectedly tightened, and people who
had been encouraged into impru-
dence found themselves sufferers
for their temerity. It did not do
to trust to appearances. Sometimes
they seemed to doze at Vienna, but
it was only to wake up suddenly
with a start. No doubt this sort
of spasmodic action on the part of
the Austrian Government was in a
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great measure forced upon it by
the representations of M. de Bala-
bine. The Russian Minister at
Vienna was better served by his
agents at Cracow than Count Rech-
berg, probably because he paid them
better. Indeed, the Austrian police
in Galicia had a profitable time of
it, as in addition to their regular
pay they were largely subsidised
in secret by the Russian Govern-
ment. Cracow swarmed with spies
in Russian pay, and thus the Gov-
ernment at St Petersburg was kept
far more accurately informed of
the proceedings of the insurgents
who were in Galicia than of those
who were in Russian Poland, inas-
much as it was always easy to
find Germans who would serve as
spies —not so easy to find Poles.
It was necessary, then, to- make
arrangements for the collecting and
arming of bands with all possible
secrecy, and every description of
device was resorted to in order to
elude the vigilance of the Austrian
Government and the observation of
the Russian spies. In order to ap-
preciate the difficulties incidental
to the equipment and despatch of
a band under these conditions, we
must consider in detail the modus
operandi.  First of all; inasmuch
as the Russians lined the Galician
frontier in considerable force at the
time of my visit to Cracow, it was*
necessary for any band which
crossed into the kingdom to be
sufficiently numerous to be able to
repel the troops they might en-
counter on the other side. Of
course, just in proportion to the
size of the band did the difficulties
increase. It was impossible to
form them in Cracow. All that
the leader could know through the
recognised channel was, that a cer-
tain number of men had enrolled
themselves as his followers. Most
of them, perhaps, he had never
seen. Some had obtained arms from
their own sources, others were di-
rected to the quarter from whence
they could be in secret supplied.
In the middle of the night groups
of young men might occasionally
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be seen stealing out of Cracow in
different directions, and making
. their way to the frontier. As the
country is undulating and well
wooded, the impossibility of the
Austrian patrols guarding its whole
extent on a dark night is manifest :
besides, there can be no doubt that
the patrols would often look the
other way when they suspected
that insurgents were crossing in the
vicinity. At daybreak the band
would have arrived at the rendez-
vous—yperhaps a wood a mile or two
inside the frontier. Here they
would be joined by the leader, who
would look over the men and mate-
rial he found at his disposition, and
examine their nondescript arms.
Two or three waggons loaded with
ammunition, which have been drag-
ged along by-lanes, and passed the
frontier in safety, would now be
unloaded, and their contents dis-
tributed. Sometimes all their mu-
nitions of war would be inter-
cepted, and the band, after having
crossed, would be obliged to re-
turn, and await a more auspicious
occasion ; but supposing the spot
to be happily chosen, and every-
thing to have gone smoothly thus
far, the next object was to lie perdu
as long as possible, and hidden
from Russian observation. A day
or two thus gained was of infinite
value. A messenger would go
back to Cracow, to report proceed-
ings. More men, arms, and am-
munition would cross over next
night, while the day would be
occupied by the leader in the en-
deavour to impart some kind of
discipline to the men, and in in-
structing them in the use of their
weapons. With a new raw band the
leader was unwise if he removed
from his base of operations, which
was Cracow, a day sooner than he
was obliged. But he could not
hope for a respite of more than
three or four days; he then finds
himself called upon to exercise all
his ingenuity to avoid meeting the
enemy, which is beginning to close
round him; for the peasants, not
well disposed in these parts, are
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not long in conveying the news.
However, he has supplied himself
with a few carts and horses, though,
as his men have no clothes except
those they have on, and carry a
great proportion of their ammuni-
tion, his necessity for land transport
is not very great. If he can manage
to get away into the mountains of
St Croix, or to bury himself in some
of the woods and morasses with
which the interior of the country
abounds, he is comparatively safe :
if his band is not too large, he finds
no very great difficulty in procur-
ing supplies ; and if he is a prudent
leader, his whole object will be to
keep out of the way of Russians
for weeks to come. As it is of the
utmost importance that he and his
men should get to know and have
confidence in each other, and ac-
quire some slight knowledge of the
kind of work before them, at first
he should confine himself to opera-
tions on a very small scale, and
content himself rather with a trif-
ling success, than with risking the
morale of the band by attempting
too ambitious an enterprise. Such
has been the experience of Jezior-
anski, Lelewel, and other leaders.
But the majority of the bands
which have left Cracow have not
been so fortunate. Either they have
been unable to convey their am-
munition across the frontier, or they
have been attacked so immediately
after crossing that they were not
in a position to defend themselves,
and, although behaving with great
courage, have been obliged to fall
back before disciplined troops.
Sometimes on these occasions they
succeed in burying their arms, more
often they fall into the hands of the
Austrians, who make prisoners of
them as they retreat in confusion
upon the frontier. Such was the
fate of a portion of Gregovicz's
band, which was attacked so close
to Cracow that the firing could be
heard in the town. Unfortunately,
as I left the same day, I was unable
to go to the frontier to witness the
skirmish, which, however, though
it resulted in the dispersion of the
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band, was more serious in its re-
sults of killed and wounded to the
Russians than to the Poles. A
large city naturally possesses greater
facilities for the despatch of a band
than the country villages ; but, on
the other hand, the Russian troops
were generally collected in greater
numbers on the frontier in the
neighbourhood of Cracow than else-
where. Bands were therefore often
formed at other points, but here
greater circumspection was re-
quired. The men were lodged in
farm-houses, or even camped in
woods, for a night or two on the
(alician side. The difficulty of
getting arms fo them was very
great; but it would be unfair here
to recount the various ingenious ex-
pedients resorted to, as they may
still be applied with success.

In spite, however, of every pre-
caution and of the most cunning
devices, a great quantity of arms are
constantly being seized vn fransitu
by the Austrian Government ; and
it was calculated that it was neces-
sary to add a sovereign to the
price of every rifle or musket con-
veyed in safety across the frontier,
after all other expenses were paid,
in order to cover the loss sustained
by those intercepted. It is almost
impossible to estimate rightly, un-
less one has been upon the spot,
the enormous disadvantages under
which the insurgents labour in be-
ing deprived of any safe base of ope-
rations. They are perpetually ex-
changing the frying-pan for the fire.
The position of an Austrian Pole
who takes part in the movement is
bad enough, but that of the Rus-
sian Pole 1s still worse. The Aus-
trian who has been fighting with
the insurgents, when desiring re-
pose, can at least return to his
home, and hope to remain there
unmolested ; but the Russian no
sooner finds himself a refugee in
Cracow, than he has to scramble
across the frontier into the kingdom
for safety. I have conversed with
some who belonged to Langiewicz’s
army, and had succeeded in reach-
ing Cracow ; here they were lying
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hidden, afraid of being arrested and
thrown into prison, for the Austrian
Government drew a broad distine-
tion between their own and Rus-
sian subjects. The latter they were
bound by the convention to arrest,
if not to give up. It is due to
the Austrians to say that they did
not interpret this obligation too
strictly ; but if a Russian Pole
would persist in living in Cracow,
he could not expect unlimited
grace. The consequence was, that
his only plan was to put his head
back into the lion’s jaws, and make
the best of his way to the nearest
insurgent band in the kingdom
with the least possible delay. Un-
fortunately for the Poles, although
they have shown the greatest apti-
tude as contrabandistas, they do
not seem to possess an equal in-
stinct for guerilla warfare. In this
respect their habits are French :
they like fighting in masses, they
glory in the rules of regular war-
fare, and, with a strong military
instinet and unlimited courage,
insist upon undertaking operations
upon a larger scale than the condi-
tions under which they are fighting
will admit of. It is rare to find a
chief who will resist accessions to
his band, which at the very moment
may possess neither discipline, am-
munition, nor food ; rarer still to
find a man who will not sacrifice half
his band for the glory of taking a
couple of cannon, which will be of
no earthly use to him after he has
got them. The disastrous attack of
Miechow was perhaps one of the
most painful illustrations of this
blundering style of warfare. The
insurgents cannot be brought to un-
derstand that the great object of
guerilla warfare is to be invisible—
that victories are only one shade less
disastrous than defeats, because you
cannot afford the men they cost—
that while discipline is necessary to
keep a band in order, drill is abso-
lute ruin to it, because the men will
immediately fancy themselves sol-
diers—that excess of courage is a
positive nuisance where you want
to teach men the art of killing
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others without getting killed them-
selves—that large bodies of human
beings without guns are only food
for the artillery of the enemy ;
whereas if the whole country is
kept alive with scattered guerillas,
their artillery arm is paralysed, for
you give them nothing to fire at.

Thus there is an absence of in-
genuity in their present mode of
conducting their operations. The
essence of partisan warfare is ruse,
but very little strategy has been
displayed as yet ; while it is due
to the insurgents to say that their
proceedings have always been char-
acterised by the utmost humanity.
They almost invariably, after de-
priving their prisoners of arms, re-
store them to liberty ; and some of
the leaders even expressed horror
at the idea, which very naturally
occurred to me, that they should
follow our example in the Crimea,
and choose the Russian Kaster,
when the enemy would be engaged
in celebrating that feast, to make
a general attack upon him. T re-
ceived abundant and convincing
testimony that no such scruples of
humanity animated the Russians,
who have committed atrocities
which were not justified by the
exigencies of the situation, and who
could not complain if the Poles were
driven to retaliative measures, as
severe as those which we inflicted
upon the rebels during the Indian
mutiny.

Again, the desire for military
distinction is a principle so firmly
rooted in the heart of every Pole
that it sometimes interferes with
his love of country. Not only does
the leader despise the petty achieve-
ments to which a guerilla warfare
should be confined, and from which
he cannot acquire renown ; not only
does he love to augment his band
even at the sacrifice of its efficiency,
but he finds it difficult to hear of
the success of rivals without a cer-
tain degree of jealousy : his ambi-
tion is to be the commander-in-chief
of a Polish army; and although
this struggle has been the means of
calling forth in many instances a
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display of magnificent self-sacrifice,
and neither life nor liberty is con-
sidered where the interests of the
country are concerned, there can
be no doubt that a danger exists
of personal feelings being excited
among the leaders, which may pre-
Jjudice the success of the cause they
all have at heart.

I crossed the Russian frontier at
two points while at Cracow, but
upon neither occasion did I see
any troops. The nearest barrier is
Michaelowice, and here there is a
mile or so between the Austrian
and Russian guardhouses. At the
former was a patrol, and we were
a good deal cross-examined before
we were allowed to pass it, although
promising to limit our explorations
to a shortdrive. A number of peas-
ants’ carts laden with country pro-
duce was all we met, and my curi-
osity was considerably excited as
we approached the Russian barrier,
as it had been reported that the
enemy was still there. However,
beyond a dirty Jew leaning over
the bar which crossed the road, and
a few mangy curs, the place was
deserted. Not a soul inhabited the
handsome block of building, the
official character of which was de-
noted by the Imperial eagle; the
windows were many of them broken,
and all was silent and forlorn.
Taking courage from the desolate
aspect of this post, we ventured on,
and found ourselves in the king-
dom. The coachman now began to
think that we had gone far enough,
but the temptation was too great to
turn back at once, and we continu-
ed till we reached a hill from which
we obtained a good view of the sur-
rounding country. Not a Cossack
was to be seen, scarcelya living crea-
ture ; still the silence might be trea-
cherous, and the fate of Finken-
stein was too vividly before our
eyes, to induce us unnecessarily to
have to trust to the tender mercies of
Russiansoldiery; so weturned back,
to the immense relief of our coach-
man, whose speed was considerably
accelerated until he found himself
once more safe in Galicia. Practi-
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cally, travelling in this part of the
kingdom is impossible, except by
railway, and then it is uncertain.
Every peasant has a right to stop
any one dressed respectably whom
he may chance to meet, and bring
him up to the nearest Russian post.
One gentleman whom I saw, and
who was harmlessly proceeding to
his farm, was thus arrested, and he
informed me that the Russian offi-
cer blamed his captors for having
brought him in alive. They were
informed that they would be con-
sidered to have rendered better ser-
vice, if they would spare the Rus-
sians the responsibility and trouble
of executing persons. As my in-
formant could under no pretext be
considered an insurgent, he was
allowed to go; but so unsafe were
the streets of the small town in
which he lived during its occupa-
tion by Russian troops, that he
was obliged to beg two Russian
officers to accompany him across
the road, as a protection from
their own men. 1 was prevented,
from the utter disorganisation of
the Russian army upon this frontier,
from visiting Miechow, then the
headquarters of General Szachow-
sky, as, although I might have ob-
tained a safe-conduct from this
officer, it was not considered by the
Russians themselves a sufficient
protection. Even the wives of
Russians employed in the kingdom
were removed from places likely to
be occupied by the Imperial troops.
There is no doubt that this insubor-
dination is due to an orderissued by
the Grand-Duke Constantine at the
commencement of the outbreak, in
which the men were enjoined not
to place too much confidence in
their officers. It seems that the
Government had some reason to
suspect the fidelity of the latter;
certainly such an order was not
likely to confirm it. 'The result has
been, that in several instances offi-
cers have been shot by men; and
the account which Mr Bielski, in
whose veracity I have every con-
fidence, gave me of the attack up-
on his own country-house at Gibul-
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tow, vividly illustrated the utter
demoralisation of the Russian army.

It would appear that the proxi-
mity of Langiewicz’s camp induced
four of the insurgents to pay him
a visit, the more especially as his
own son, who had joined the army
of the Dictator, was of the number.
Mr Bielski, who had a wife and
daughter, was naturally alarmed at
such dangerous visitors, and im-
plored them not to prolong their
stay, as it was known that the
Russian army was in the neigh-
bourhood : however, they lingered
a little, and were just preparing to
start, when a number of Cossacks
and infantry were seen approach-
ing from all sides. The first im-
pulse of Mr Bielski’s guests was to
Jjump upon their horses and escape;
this, however, they found impos-
sible. A gentleman, unconnected
with the insurgents, who was a
visitor in the house, managed to
jump into a bed and feign ill-
ness, the others endeavoured to
hide themselves in a ravine. Of
these Mr Bielski’s son alone eluded
the vigilance of the Russians, who,
having secured histhree companions
as prisoners, now approached, in or-
der to ransack the house. Meantime
the ladies had taken refuge in the
chapel, where they were praying,
while Mr Bielski went out to try
and parley with the officer. As,
unfortunately, he had a boil on his
face, and a handkerchief stained
with blood round it, he was mis-
taken at first for a wounded insur-
gent, and the officer could with dif-
ficulty prevent the Cossacks from
shooting him. Seeing that his life
was in danger, he hastily retreated,
and the house was entered by two
officers and six men. Those out-
side clamoured furiously for the
work of destruction to begin, shout-
ing Rubac! (pillage), Rezac! (mur-
der), Palic! (burn); and for more
than an hour did the horrified in-
mates listen to these ominous cries,
expecting every moment that the
officers would cease to have any
control over the men. Meantime
the house was searched, the six
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Cossacks filling their pockets with
everything that appeared of any
value, and utterly disregarding the
threats and injunctions of the offi-
cers. The gentleman in bed was
turned out, and every room ran-
sacked, the officers apologising for
the painful task which was forced
upon them, and the impossibility
of executing it in any other way.
Ultimately, but not until the offi-
cers had threatened to shoot the
men, one of whom replied that his
carbine also contained a ball, they
were induced to leave the house. As
they were leaving, Mr Bielski, who
felt some gratitude to the officers
for their endeavours to mitigate
the ferocity of the men, offered one
of them cigars. On their being
declined, Mr Bielski said ironically,
“Why do you refuse them? do you
think they are poisoned?” On
which the officer answered, “ Had
they been poisoned, I would gladly
have smoked one, and thus relieved
myself from any more of this hate-
ful work.”

A violent altercation next ensued
between the officers and the men
outside, who refused to take charge
of the prisoners unless they were
first allowed to plunder the house.
‘When at last the latter were remov-
ed into the high-road, they found
Mr Finkenstein and a lady in a
cart, surrounded by soldiers. What
then transpired I had from the lips
of one of the prisoners, who de-
clared that he heard an officer give
the order for their massacre. Mr
Finkenstein, on the other hand,
assured me that the officer, who
was endeavouring to protect him,
presented a revolver at the men
who first attacked him: however
that may be, the whole party were
attacked—three of the Poles were
killed on the spot. My informant,
after receiving thirteen wounds,
managed to shelter himself under
Mr Finkenstein’s waggon, out of
which Mr F. was dragged and left
for dead, with thirty-two wounds,
the lady who was with him having
been stabbed in three places.

Another history, the details of
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which were of the most harrowing
description, was narrated to me by
Mr Woyciachowski, whose son wes
murdered before his eyes, but that
has already appeared in print. In-
deed, there was no lack of evidence
in Cracow confirmatory of the
worst accounts we have read in the
public prints of the barbarity of
the Russian soldiery. The hotels
were crowded with refugees, all of
whom had some instances to re-
late ; while the hospitals were
filled to overflowing with young
men, not merely wounded in the
ordinary course of fighting, but
often covered with wounds they
received after having been cap-
tured and disabled.  Unfortu-
nately, the length of the interval
which usually elapsed between the
time when the wounds were inflict-
ed and when they could be attended
to, caused them in a very undue pro-
portion to terminate fatally. Not
a day passed without my being at-
tracted to the window by the mourn-
ful chant of a funeral procession,
winding its solemn way to the ce-
metery outside the town, one por-
tion of which was devoted to the
interment of those killed for the na-
tional cause. Almost every evening
I met in that gloomy society per-
sons who had some new tale of dis-
tress to recount, or the loss of some
near relative or friend to bewail.
Still there was no symptom of
flinching ; those who were recover-
ing from their wounds were only
yearning to be back to the scene of
action. The hardships they had
undergone could not deter them
from seeking to rejoin their com-
rades who were in the field ; and
the hotels swarmed with ardent
young men either just returned
from camp for a moment’s respite,
or just starting to take their share
in the movement. It was difficult
to be an indifferent spectator of so
much misery and so much devotion.

The concentration of Russian
troops in the neighbourhood of Cra-
cow, and the obstacles in the way of
despatching bandsfrom that city, had
induced the insurgents to commence
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operations upon other points of the
frontier, so I went to Lemberg to
see what was going on in the east-
ern part of Galicia. A ten hours’
railway journey takes one to this
outpost of Austrian civilisation.
The contrast between the provin-
cial capital and the old city of Cra-
cow is sufficiently marked. Con-
taining a population of nearly ninety
thousand inhabitants, Lemberg pos-
sesses none of the grand historic
associations of Cracow, and can
boast none of its picturesque effect.
The houses are large white palatial
structures, the shops gay and well
furnished, the streets broad, and
the city generally modern-looking
and handsome. In Cracow the
whole world seemed to live in the
central square and the streets run-
ning into it. Everybody knew
everybody, and everybody was in
the movement : nothing else was
thought of or talked of ; youths
in unmistakable insurgent costume
were swarming everywhere, and the
committees were in constant deli-
beration. In Lemberg the streets
were busy with people going about
their usual avocations. For all
that a stranger could discover, there
might have been no national move-
ment in existence : except the pre-
dominant black, there was nothing
to indicate Poland. It is true that
its official character obliges a num-
ber of Germans to live at Lemberg,
and that the large garrison may
give a greater air of animation to
the scene ; but one felt, on walking
about the streets, that one had got
out of the movement. Nevertheless
there was something going on, and
arrangements were being made here
as at Cracow to equip bands. It is
from this point that an insurrec-
tionary movement in Podolia could
most advantageously be assisted,
and there can be little doubt that
an outbreak upon a large scale in
that province, supported from East-
ern Qalicia, would be a source of
considerable embarrassment to the
Russian Government : to carry it
out effectually, Wallachia should be
considered the real base of opera-
tions.
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The weather was so bitterly cold
during the period of my visit to
Lemberg, that the camp of Lelewel,
which I had intended visiting, and
which was just npon the other side
of the frontier, in the Palatinate of
Lublin, was dissolved. It was almost
impossible to keep the field with
the driving snow and piercing wind,
which seemed to penetrate one’s
whole system. It should be remark-
ed, that the dispersion of a band
by.no means implies its extinction.
When eitheran overwhelming force,
inclement weather, or the absence of
supplies or ammunition, render it
impossible for a band to keep the
field, they bury or conceal their
arms ; and, if in the neighbourhood
of Galicia, cross the frontier, and
rest themselves for a while ; or, if in
the kingdom, scatter temporarily,
but only to reunite at a given ren-
dezvous on a more convenient oc-
casion. Thus at Easter numbers
of insurgents went home and
spent the feast with their friends
and relations; and just at the mo-
ment of my visit to Lemberg there
was a lall in affairs in consequence.
After staying a few days, I there-
fore decided upon going direct to
‘Warsaw, and proceeded to arrange
my luggage, in anticipation of the
ordeal to which I understood tra-
vellers were subjected on entering
Russian Poland. I was reluctantly
compelled to refuse to be the bearer
of sealed letters, as of course the
only safe means of communication
between Poles is by private entre-
mise; and they are so skilled in
concealing correspondence that the
Russians seldom succeed in inter-.
cepting the letters. I did not feel
the same confidence in being able
to elude the vigilance of the fron-
tier officials, though, had I pos-
sessed my subsequent experience,
I need not have been so prudent.
The force of circumstances has
obliged the Poles, when they write
by post to each other, to convey
their political intelligence in the
shape of domestic details, so cun-
ningly worded that they possess no
meaning to any one not initiated
in the family affairs, and the ideas
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which they can be made to repre-
sent. The number of deaths, fu-
nerals, illnesses, and misfortunes,
which occasionally overtake a fa-
mily, would appal a stranger who
read the letter, and did not know
that these domestic afflictions were
only fabricated to convey news of
national disaster.

As the through trains from Cra-
cow to Warsaw had ceased to run,
I was obliged to pass the night
at the miserable frontier station of
Graniza, where a gaunt building,
inhabited by a deaf old woman and
a sulky barefooted maid, does duty
for a hotel, and where my even-
ing meal consisted of junks of ham
and tea, and my bed of a very
narrow stretcher, with thickly-popu-
lated dirty sheets. Only two other
travellers were in the train, and
they were both insurgents, on their
way from a camp to spend Eas-
ter at home, as I afterwards dis-
covered. None of us had any diffi-
culty with our passports, and my
luggage was subjected to a mere
formal examination. My compan-
ions dispensed with any such en-
cumbrance, and walked about the
platform, on which a company of
illfavoured Russian soldiers were
drawn up, with the utmost effron-
tery.

The fact that insurgents were
reported to be hovering about the
line, that they had already inter-
rupted the communication upon
several occasions, and that they
had a disagreeable habit of firing
upon the trains as they passed
through the dense pine-woods, in-
vested railway travelling in Poland
with a novel sort of interest. Only
three days had elapsed since the
bridges destroyed by the insurgents
had been repaired, and we did not
know that we might not find some
new interruption established.

At eight o’clock A.m. we collected
on the platform. When I say “ we,”
I mean one company of Russian
soldiers who were in permanent
occupation of the station — one
company who mounted the open
fourth-class carriages, and were to
be considered as our protectors—
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an officer with a revolver, and three
soldiers, who got upon the engine
to see that the engineers and fire-
men did not play tricks—the two
above-mentioned insurgents, who
were not deterred by the presence
of the Russian escort from going to
Warsaw to see their friends, and
who had only left their camp two
days before—and a small group of
Polish railway officials, who, I pre-
sume, had no more idea than the
Russians of the real character of
their passengers, otherwise they
would have insisted upon asking to
see the tickets the insurgents had
no money to purchase ; for we will
not, for fear of getting them into a
scrape, do them the injustice of in-
sinuating any complicity with their
penniless compatriots ; though the
chief of a station on another line,
I won’t say where, did inform me
that he could take ninety guards
and employés off their duty at any
moment, and make a band of in-
surgents of them, only he thought
they were more useful passing in-
surgents up and down the line under
the noses of the Russian troops.
With a puff and a shrick we
dashed off with our light freight
over the dreary flat country, across
vast open plains thickly dotted
with habitations and with peasants
tilling the ground, through dark
woods, across marshes, and over
trestle - bridges, till we got to a
station where another company of
grim, dirty, Mongol-looking soldiers
were waiting to receive us, and a
few wild-looking Cossacks, with
horses fastened to trees close by,
were lounging about ; while in the
fields, a few hundred yards off,
pickets were posted : for the insur-
gents like dashing suddenly upon
isolated stations where a company
of men may be surprised; then
they have been known to jump into
the train and make it take them up
or down the line as their fancy may
direct. They have played all sorts
of pranks on the railways ; hence
the strong guard, consisting of sel-
dom less than a hundred men, by
which each train is accompanied.
The spruce officer, with spotless uni-



28

form and patent-leather boots, looks
rather out of place in these wild
regions, and in command of these
wild, Tartarlooking men, and we
cannot wonder that sometimes they
will not obey his orders, and that
lady-passengers do not much like
trusting themselves along a line
where there is more to be feared
from the troops who protect than
from the insurgents who threaten
it. The mayor of a small town sent
the following rather characteristic
account of events which transpired
in his arrondissement not long
since :—*‘ At twelve o’clock on such
a day,” he reported, “‘ the destroy-
ers of order’ (insurgents) arrived ;
they took so mnch flour, so much
brandy, so many pigs, &c., for all
of which they paid, and they then
retired ; and at four o’clock in the
afternoon of the same day, the
preservers of order’ (Russians) ar-
rived ; they took so much flour, so
much brandy, so many pigs, &e., for
which they did not pay ; they then
burned the town to the ground and
retired.”

At every station there is the same
smart officer and the same company
of soldiers ; two or three times be-
tween the frontier and Warsaw the
escort is changed, and as we pro-
ceed more passengers get in. Every
soul, man or woman, is in the move-
ment, and talks about it freely;
theyhand photographs of celebrated
insurgents about, and upon one oc-
casion the man whose likeness was
being discussed was sitting placidly
opposite, and did not attempt to
conceal from his neighbours that
he was the very individual whose
figure, bristling with revolvers, we
were inspecting. There can be no
greater proof of the unanimity of
the popular sentiment than the mu-
tual confidence which all classes
display in each other, and the free-
dom with which the most compro-
mising topics are discussed. When
surrounded by Russian soldiers, in-
surgents who were lounging about
the platforms were openly pointed
out and introduced to me. I felt
the only coward of the party, and
could scarcely believe that all the
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rest of the people who were in the
secret’ were to be trusted. Upon
one occasion, I saw the insurgent
whom we had recognised by his
photograph, in the most amicable
and confidential conversation with
the Russian officer commanding the
company, and was laughed at for
excessive caution when I expressed
my surprise at his imprudence. I
afterwards learned that no fewer
than 3000 insurgents on leave from
their bands had arrived by the three
different railways which centre at
Warsaw, to spend Easter in that
city, and that so inefficient were the
police, or rather so much implicated
themselves in the movement, that
the Government could not lay hands
on any of them. One young man,
who had been wounded in an en-
counter with Russians, was actually
lying ill of his wound in Warsaw,
and being attended for it under
the nose of the Russian authority.
How, upon our arrival at Warsaw,
all those who had come with us
managed to get passports which
should satisfy. the authorities, was
a mystery ; but my friend of the
photograph, who had never from
the beginning owned a ticket, was
careering along triumphantly in a
cab, before I had extricated myself
from the police formalities.

Not long since, before the Gov-
ernment had adopted the plan of
sending escorts with the train, it
was stopped by the insurgents,
about fifty of whom availed them-
selves of it. As it approached the
station, the engineer perceived that
the anthorities had got some sus-
picion of its contents, and that the
platform was lined with troops.
There was still time to allow the
occupants to creep out of the doors
on the opposite side, and hide
themselves in the luggage-van.
This operation was barely accom-
plished before the train slowly en-
tered the station. No suspicious
passengers were found in the car-
riages, and the officer was at a non-
plus, when it occurred to him to
search the luggage-van. No sooner
did the engineer hear the order
given than he quickly attached the
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van to the engine, and, detaching
the rest of the train, steamed down
to get water, takmg the luggage-
van with him as if by mistake.
After watering the engine, he was
obliged to come back to the station ;
and as they had been all the time
in sight of the troops, no oppor-
tunity had been afforded to the in-
surgents to escape. Their situation
was becoming critical as they re-
entered the station; but, to the
astonishment of every one, the
guard again re-attached the empty
train, and off it all went at full
speed. No sooner did the train
arrive at a turn which hid it from
the station, than the van was
opened, the insurgents jumped out,
and the train once more entered
the station amid a general volley of
abuse, the guard accusing the en-
gineer of stupidity, the engineer
laying the fault on the guard, and
all secretly amused, indulging, for
the benefit of the Russians, in the
loudest mutual recrimination.
Upon another occasion the line
had been destroyed by the insur-
gents, and a party of engineers
were sent down to repair it. In
the day they worked at the demo-
lished bridge, but in the night they
proceeded to another bridge farther
on, which they broke down, and
next day pointed out to the Rus-
sians what they pretended had been
a fresh work of the insurgents.
These latter naturally aim, in the
first instance, at supplying them-
selves with funds; and two or three
young men called upon an official
the other day to hand over the
treasure-chest of a small town. As
they were too few in number to re-
sort to force and make a tumult,
they were rather disconcerted at his
refusal, and were going away with-
out it, when he called them back
and said, “T can’t give you the box
unless you present a pistol at my
head.” This was done at once,and
the box handed over. The youths,
being inexperienced, then asked
him for the keys, which he also re-
fused. Here was another puzzle ;
and the good-natured official was
actually obliged to remark, I shall

From Cracow to Warsaw. 29

certainly not give you the keys, nor
can you get the money unless in-
deed you break open the lock.”
In this fashion do the Polish offi-
cials of the Russian Government
serve their masters.

The air seemed heavy with sus-
picion when I at last got away from
the station, with the sort of feeling
of having escaped some danger, and
of being still a very guilty person-
age. I imagined that everybody
was narrowly examining me, and
that all the waiters in the hotel
were spies. And when I drove
along the wide streets, crowded
with foot-passengers in black, and
met here and there a patrol of Rus-
sian infantry, or a few Cossacks
with ragged ponies and long lances,
there was something in the close
proximity of these antagonistic
forces which gave me the same sort
of sensation I once experienced in
America, when a gentleman in-
formed me that the barrel upon
which I was sitting smoking a cigar
contained gunpowder. There can
be no doubt that, in spite of the
efforts of the Grand-Duke Con-
stantine on the one hand, and the
Central Committee on the other,
the spark may fall at any moment,
and Warsaw may blow up

The two first essentlals to the
traveller's comfort in Warsaw, are
a lantern, and a permit to be out
after ten o’clock at night. After
seven the streets present a most
singular aspect; everybody is com-
pelled to carry a lantern, and the
town seems inhabited by a popula-
tion of lively glow-worms. After
ten o’clock all this disappears ; here
and there at long intervals a stray
lantern may be seen, but the bearer
of it carries in his pocket a permit
to be in the streets at all. Very
few Poles carry these, as it implies
too great a familiarity with the
Russian authorities, and loyal Poles
pride themselves upon not having
sufficient interest to obtain one.

With a pair of coloured trousers
and a hat, however, one niay do a
good deal without a permit, as no
native will be seen in either the one
or the other. The wearer, there-
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fore, must expect black looks from
the townspeople ; but, en revanche,
he is not so likely to be molested
by the police. Upon one or two
occasions I was out late with-
out a permit, but escaped obser-
vation by getting into the deep
shadow when any one passed. I
found several people doing the same
thing : they are apt to bolt to some
other corner on a new arrival, and
it becomes quite an interesting
amusement to dodge about, not un-
like the game of “post,” the usual
forfeit being a night in prison. The
police, however, are mnot stricter
than is necessary to keep up ap-
pearances, as they are all in the
movement : one of them informed
a friend of mine that the muzzle
of a rifle he was endeavouring to
smuggle home beneath his great-
coat was visible above the collar,
and he had better hide it before
the patrol came, for the patrol are
disagreeably personal in their in-
vestigations, particularly when they
are not sufficiently educated to read
the permits.

In spite of all their endeavours,
the united exertions of the Grand-
Duke Constantine, General Berg,
and the Marquis Wielopolski, are
incapable of suppressing the Central
Committee, or of preventing that
occult body from governing not
“only Warsaw, but Poland, just as
it pleases. It makes use of the
Government telegraph for the trans-
mission of its information, of the
Government post-office for the for-
warding of its despatches, of the
Government machinery for the pro-
mulgation of its orders, of the Gov-
ernment clerks for the obtaining
of official information, of the Gov-
ernment police for carrying out its
secret designs—in fact, of every-
body in Poland, whether in Govern-
ment employ or not, except the
Russian army, the Marquis Wielo-
polski, and the peasants of some
districts. The proclamations of the
Central Committee are freely circu-
lated, and passports issued by it,
which facilitate the movements of
the stranger anxious to visit their
camps, but involve his speedy exe-
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cution if they are discovered upoun
him by the Russian soldiery. I
therefore declined burdening my-
self with so dangerous a document.
At the period of my visit, among
other proclamations issued by the
Central Committee, was one warn-
ing the people against spurious do-
cuments emanating from the Rus-
sian Government, but which pur-
ported to be promulgated by the
Central Committee, and to which a
stamp in imitation of the one used
by that body was appended. The
idea of the authorities in resorting
to this ruse was characteristic ; but
the stamp was badly imitated, and
though for the moment it created
some little confusion, the public are
now on their guard against similar
forgeries. Another notification an-
nounced the death of two persons
who were executed as spies in the
streets of Warsaw by order of the
Central Committee ; the warrant for
their execution was found pinned
upon their dead bodies. It is pro-
bable that the police on duty at the
time looked the other way.
Perhaps the most remarkable
feature of the whole of this move-
ment is the continued existence of
this Committee in spite of all the
efforts of the Government to sup-
press it. The authority it wields
over the Poles is marvellous. Every
order is executed as soon as it is
given, and it possesses the confi-
dence of the country so completely,
that if it commanded the suspen-
sion of hostilities to-morrow, there
can be no doubt that the insurrec-
tion would be at an end. Many
are the stories told of the mysteri-
ous working of this secret council.
Some assert that it consists really
of only one man, who is known
only to two other men, who in
their turn are known to four others,
and 80 on, each set being bound
not to reveal the particular link in
the chain with which they have to
deal, so that the first man would
be unknown to the four. But
these are the fables with which
wonder-loving gossips delight to
amuse strangers. The fact is, that
the members of the Central are very
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well known to a great number of
persons, and that practically it is
merely a sort of upper house to the
more active and intelligent spirits
of Warsaw, who discuss in private
the measures to which the Central
Committee give effect. Latterly
the aristocratic element has pre-
dominated in its councils, and there
is probably scarcely a single indi-
vidual on the Committee now who
was on it in January, when the
movement was commenced. This
is not on account of any wide di-
vergence of opinion, although there
is an essential difference in the
views of the two parties, so much
as in the fact of every original mem-
ber having been either executed,
imprisoned, exiled, or obliged to
join an insurgent band; still the
Committee exists, and would con-
tinue to exist if every member of it
were arrested to-morrow. The odd
thing is, that there is no difficulty
whatever in communicating with it.
It lives nowhere, but is to be found
everywhere. A band of insurgents
having occasion to take some forage,
&ec., from a peasant the other day,
gave him an order for payment on
the Central Committee. He being
as ignorant of politics as most of
his class, came into Warsaw and
. asked the first person he met which
was the way to the Central Com-
mittee : people laughed and passed
on ; at last he went to the Russian
police-office and inquired there, in-
genuously remarking that he had a
claim on it for some money., The po-
lice could give him noassistance; but
requested him, should he ever find
the Committee, to come back and
tell them where it was. So he wan-
dered disconsolately on till he came
to a group of persons in one of the
public squares, and asked one of
them if he could direct him to the
Central Committee. The gentle-
man he addressed took him at once
up a by-street and inquired his
reason for wishing to find it, on
which the peasant pulled out his
order for payment for forage re-
ceived by insurgents. The gentle-
man immediately took the order,
pulled out his purse, paid the money,
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and made the man put his mark in
pencil to a formal Central Commit-
tee receipt which he had in his
pocket. Half an hour later a body
of police were crossing the square
under the guidance of the ungrate-
ful rustic, and minutely examining
the by-streets; but the group of
persons had vanished, and the
gentleman who had represented the
Central Committee upon the occa-
sion was nowhere to be seen.

A glacis, about half a mile wide,
separates the city of Warsaw from
the citadel. Itis filled to overflow-
ing with political prisoners, and
every morning crowds of women
may be seen clustered round the
prison doors, who bave brought
comforts to their relatives and
friends, with whom, by special
favour, they are sometimes per-
mitted to communicate. In the
event of a popular movement in
the city, the guns of the fort could
lay it in ruins; but it would not
offer any very formidable resistance
to the siege operations of a regular
army. A barrier round the town is
guarded by Russian sentries, and
they examine minutely the passes
of persons who may wish to go in-
to the country for a drive. This is,
however, a luxury very rarely in-
dulged in by the inhabitants, partly
because a pass is not a very easy
thing for a Pole to get, and partly
because the country, even close up
to the city, is by no means safe.
The insurgents come to within two
or three miles of it, and Cossacks,
not very scrupulous in their treat-
ment of harmless wayfarers, scour
the neighbourhood. The insurgents
themselves, however, find very little
difficulty in going in and out of the
town as they please. The sentries

‘are all to be bought, and in the

night can easily be induced for a
consideration to look the other way
while their enemies are passing to
or from their camps. Indeed, so
ready are the Russian soldiers to
provide themselves with the means
of procuring brandy, that they will-

ingly sell their ammunition to the
insurgents, and are only prevented
from selling their arms as well, by
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the impossibility of accounting for
the absence of them to the military
authorities.

General Berg was sent expressly
from St Petersburg to assist in the
military administration of Poland,
and arrived in Warsaw about the
same time as myself ; he is reported
to have said, after his first week’s
experience of the difficulties with
which he had to contend, from the
unanimity amongst all classes of
Poles, whether employed by the
Government or not, in favour of
the movement, that there was only
one other man in Warsaw upon
whom he could depend besides
himself, and that this was the
Grand-Duke Constantine.  The
remark was aimed specially at the
Marquis Wielopolski, the Civil
Governor, between whom and
QGeneral Berg an intense jealousy
existed, notwithstanding the fact
of both being included in an order
from St Petersburg, which com-
manded the inhabitants of Warsaw
to take off their hats whenever they
met either the Grand-Duke, Berg, or
Wielopolski. The poor “ Marquis,”
as he is called, par excellence, becanse
he is the only noble of that rank in
Poland, enjoys a most unenviable
distinction amongst both the Rus-
sians and his own countrymen, the
Poles. The former distrust him
because he is a Pole, and was en-
gaged in the revolution of 1830-31;
the latter call him a traitor, and
the author of all the misery which
has latterly fallen upon their un-
happy country. While General Berg
reports him to the Emperor as un-
fit for the Imperial confidence, the
Poles endeavour to get rid of him
by poison. It is sufficient for the
“Marquis” to propose a measure
to insure the opposition of Berg ;
but as the latter has also an oppo-
nent to his policy in the Grand-
Duke, Wielopolski has in the long-
run been triumphant. However
much we may regret that the most
remarkable Pole which this century
has produced should have placed
himself in a false position with re-
ference to his country, we are bound
to accord him a certain qualified
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admiration. There is something
grand in his imperturbable stub-
bornness, in his egregious self-suffi-
ciency, and in his indomitable
courage. In his ponderous figure,
massive brow and chin, and shrewd
eyes, there is an individuality that
imposes upon those who come under
his influence. His appearance re-
minded me at the same time of Yeh
and Cavour, and his character does
not belie his looks. It contains
about equal proportions of the
Chinaman and the Italian ; with
the pride and obstinacy of the one
he combines the finesse and intel-
ligence of the other. Stolid and
reflective, he elaborated a policy
repugnant to his country, and
trusted to the strength of his will
and the inflexibility of his charac-
ter to force it upon the nation ; but
he over-estimated his power, the
nation refused to bend, and Wielo-
polski, too proud to yield, became
the servant of Russia. Phrenolo-
gically speaking, the inordinate de-
velopment of the organ of self-
esteem has neutralised all the
grand qualities which might have
made him the saviour and the bless-
ing of his country. The scheme to
which he has sacrificed his own
reputation and his country’s well-
being was a vast conception, and
seems to have been suggested by
the Galician massacres in 1846.
Then it was that he addressed to
Prince Metternich a celebrated let-
ter, which ended in an exordium to
his countrymen :—“ We must take
a line. Instead of the irregular
and haphazard course we have been
hitherto pursuing, we must, by a
bold stroke which may cause our
hearts to bleed, substitute for it a
line of conduct which is safe, and
which is marked out for us by
events.” And then he proposed to
Poland to abdicate its pretensions
as a distinct nationality, and to
put itself at the head of Sclavonia.
His idea was, in other words, that
the superior moral and intellectual
resources of Poland should be direct-
ed to the annexation of Russia—that
the Poles, identifying themselves
with the aspirations and aims of the



1863.]

Sclavonic nationalities, should, as
their most civilised representative,
control the destinies of eastern Eu-
rope. “ The nobility of Poland,”
he writes, “will surely prefer to
march with Russia at the head
of a Sclavonic civilisation, young,
vigorous, and with a great future
before it, than to be dragged, jos-
tled, despised, hated, and insulted
at the tail of a decrepid, intriguing,
and presuming civilisation.” But
the Poles, however much they might
hate Germany, could not make com-
mon cause with Russia against it.
They still clung to the traditions
of their former independence, and
preferred rather to fight single-
handed against three enemies, than
to identify themselves with one in
the hope of crushing the other two.
Wielopolski was too enamoured of
himself and his plan to abandon it.
If Poland declined to found Pan-
glavonia, Wielopolski would found
it by himself ; and he went to St
Petersburg to take the preliminary
steps. The first was the subjuga-
tion of Poland by force, as argu-
ment had proved of no avail; and
in order to carry this out thorough-
ly, he succeeded in getting named
the governor of the country. Of
course he found himself placed in
a position of direct antagonism with
the whole nation, and could only
rely on Russian bayonets to give
effect’ to his will. This he never
scrupled to do. He never hesitated
to trample on anything, so that he
could keep his own head erect. - It
became a struggle between the na-
tion and the man. We cannot but
wonder whether there was not a
fiercer struggle going on within the
man himself. Has he never felt,
now that he has laid the country
he so undoubtedly loves, prostrate
and bleeding at his feet, one twinge
of remorse? Has he never thought
of the day when he fought for the
liberties he is now crushing, when
he was the ambassador to England
of the same people, engaged in the
same struggle that they are now, and
when he pleaded for them so elo-
quently ? Has he never inwardly
VOL. XCIV.—NO. DLXXIIL
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cursed that pride of his nature
which has so blinded and hardened
him that he thought he could
change the aspirations of a nation,
and did not shrink from massa-
cring them when he failed? Un-
fortunately, Wielopolski had not
been long in Warsaw before his
amour propre became involved in
another direction. He had assur-
ed the Emperor that he understood
the Poles, and could govern the
country; but every day was prov-
ing the contrary, and the immi-
nence of an outbreak threatened
altogether to destroy his credit and
his prestige. Then it was that he
proposed the Conscription Act in
the dead of winter. No wonder
his countrymen ecall him traitor.
And they are right. A man who
will not sacrifice his own pride to
the good of his country is a traitor
—not, perhaps, in the worst sense,
but in one equally fatal to the
cause he ought, if necessary, to die
for. And Wielopolski would die
sooner than give in; so he clings
to Warsaw, and drives about the
streets surrounded by a Russian
escort to protect him from the bul-
lets of his countrymen.
Notwithstanding the rigorous
measures adopted by the Russian
Government, and the stringency of
the rules to which everybody is
obliged to conform in Warsaw,
there is an entire freedom in the
expression of opinion. It is only
before a popular outbreak, when
public feeling, seething and fer-
menting, has not yet found a vent,
that people are afraid to speak.
When the surface is still calm, any
solitary individual venturing to ex-
press an opinion is at once seized,
80 that it is generally difficult be-
forehand to predict a revolution.
There is always a moment of lull,
and the police are doubly active,
while the masses are nerving them-
selves silently for the final effort.
No sooner is that made than the
tongues of the most prudent are
loosened. In proportion as the
prisons are filled and arrests in-
crease do men become reckless, un-
)
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til the Government gives up in
despair the attempt to control the
freedom of speech. When one com-
mon sentiment animates a whole
population, and each individual is
determined to express it, Imprison-
ment becomes impossible. Thus
it happened that treason and re-
volution, so far as Russia was
concerned, were openly talked in
Warsaw; spies were of but little
avail, because they would have
been obliged to report everybody in
the town for the same offence. But
the office of a spy was not coveted ;
even Jews were not to be bribed.
The police of the Central Committee
was so much more efficient than
that of the Russian Government,
that sooner or later the doom of a
spy was certain. So far, then, as
the liberty of discussing openly the
situation was concerned, there was
no difficulty. Every one was glad
to give a stranger the benefit of his
patriotic opinions. The Warsaw
Society met at each other’s houses ;
triumphed over the news of victories
gained by insurgents ; mourned over
defeats; anathematised Russia in
general, and Berg and Wielopolski
in particular; canvassed the proba-
bilities of aid from without, and
the expediency of the policy to be
adopted by the Central Committee.
It was strange to be in a room with
thirty or forty persons, all of whom
were uttering sentiments which
would have infallibly consigned
them to Siberia if they had been
heard -by a Russian; and yet so
thoroughly confident of each other,
that no man hesitated to say exactly
what he thought ; and interesting to
observe the phases of character as
indicated by the nature of the views
expressed—some so sanguine of the
power of the internal forces at work
that they were comparatively in-
different to foreign intervention ;
others so earnestly anxious for an
indication from any Western Power
of a disposition to take up their
cause ; some gloomy and despondent
of the whole affair; some alarmed
at the strong infusion of the middle-
class element, to which the move-
ment owed so much of its force ; all
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interested in hearing what impres-
sion a stranger had received, and in
discovering what he considered to
be their ultimate chances of success.

It was indeed difficult for a tra-
veller to arrive, on such short no-
tice, at any definite conclusion ; but
no one could be long in the country
without perceiving that one ingre-
dient most essential to a successful
revolution was wanting. The lead-
ing spirit had not appeared—the
movement had not yet found a liv-
ing representative. For a moment,
persons looking on from abroad
expected to find in Langiewicz a
second (Garibaldi, but Poland has
not yet produced either a Garibaldi
or a Cavour. The Central Govern-
ment at Warsaw has proved itself a
most admirably-contrived machine
for the management of internal
affairs, but the wisdom of its mea-
sures has not been in proportion to
the adroitness which has been ex-
hibited in carrying out its organisa-
tion. To make it effective it should
be the tool of one man, and he a
man of consummate genius. In
supreme moments, if the ship is to
weatherthe storm, it must be steered
by one hand and one head ; and
it does not seem that there is any
political leader of surpassing ability,
who, by means of the Central Com-
mittee, governs the country. Hence
the very composition of the national
government undergoes change, and
there is not that consistency and
decision in its policy which would
give confidence were it under the
guidance of one man. However,
that is a misfortune, and not a fault.
The Central Committee, of whom-
soever it may be composed, deserves
the highest credit for patriotism and
skilful organisation ; and whatever
may be the result of their labours,
they will have deserved well of their
country, and have given evidence of
a great many most useful qualities.

Hitherto my observations had
been confined to the men of council,
I still wished, before leaving the
country, to see the men of action at
work in the field ; and I shall hope
in my next to give you the results
of my experiences in this direction.
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IRELAND REVISITED.

IT has happened to me lately to
travel in Ireland, and pass over a
considerable quantity of ground
which I had seen on a previous
visit just twelve years earlier ; and
in the interval I found that a change
had passed over the land equally
astonishing and gratifying. My pre-
vious visit was not exactly in one
of the famine years, but the para-
lysis of that crisis still lay heavy on
the land. The work on hand was
still the clearing away of the rub-
bish of the old broken-down social
system, before the nation could
fairly start into new life. All over
it, was lamentation and mourning
and woe. The very jest and laugh
of the legendary Irishman, merry
when shirtless, were extinguished ;
and a grim echo of the departed
merriment came from a peasant to
whom I expressed my wonder at
the universality of threadbareness
and rags—wondering when, where,
and in what circumstances the rai-
ments, so universally venerable,
could have been new—* Ah, sir,
they were new before the famine !”

There was reason to expect some
change of scene, for such powers
had been at work as will exercise
more influence over the social con-
dition of a people than a political
revolution, or even a war. The
census of 1841 gave a popula-
tion of 8,175,124 ; that of 1851
reduced the number to 6,552,385.
The return for 1861 was 5,764,543,
During my earlier visit the morti-
fying process alone was going on;
at the second, there had been time
for the restorative to show itself.
In 1849 upwards of 2,000,000 of
paupers had to be relieved ; in the
tenth year afterwards the number
did not quite reach 150,000. Con-
currently with these processes, the
Encumbered Estates Commission
were busy transferring vast tracts
of land from the descendants of its
ancient owners to new men. This
i3 a touching process to the ro-
mance-writer and the sentimental

poet. See what Scott makes out
of one small instance, and that
only partly effected, in ¢ Guy Man-
nering.” But what is the pathos of
a romance to the expression of the
regrets and broken associations that
must have attended the disposal of
twenty-three millions’ worth of pa-
ternal acres ? yet what public writer
ventures, on sentimental grounds,
to lament the metamorphosis that
passed so much of the available
soil of the country from bankrupts
who let it lie waste, to capitalists
who crop it on the principles of
high farming? Sentiment had to
be dumb in the case of a peasantry
whose wages were doubled,and even
in some places trebled.

For all this, one does not somehow
expect great social changes to be
immediately perceptible on the out-
ward surface of a country, like the
shiftings of the scenes in a play.
Hajji Baba had heard of distress
and calamity in England, but he
could not perceive the symptoms of
misfortune usual in Oriental coun-
tries, in the shape of ruined houses,
deserted cities, and uncultivated
fields. In this instance, however,
the palpable and physical testimo-
nies to the revolution were grand
and unmistakable. Passing through
the southern provinces, on either
side of the railway—the season be-
ing the same in both visits—the
landscape was as different as a sum-
mer landscape from a winter. Those
dismal stretches of flat wet waste
—green, no doubt, but with the
greenness of putrescence and de-
cay, not the healthy verdure of
vitality and growth—are now un-
der the plough, or fenced off in dry
and healthy pasture-paddocks, fre-
quented by well-conditioned kine.
Nor is there any dash of sadness
thrown over the smiling prospect
by touching memorials of the de-
parted children of the soil, such as
are apt to remain after clearances
or suchlike social revolutions in this
island. It has been well remarked
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that the types of Goldsmith’s ‘ De-
serted Village,” “ Sweet, smiling
village, loveliest of the lawn,” are
all English, and taken from his ex-
periences when, in his days of strug-
gle and success, he took his walks
abroad in the rural districts round
London ; not from his boyish me-
mories of an Irish ejection. Skull,
Skibereen, and Balinskelligs, are not
the places where, the happy garden
having smiled, it would follow that
on their desertion many a garden
flower would grow wild. In fact,
the turf hovels would just slough
back into the sod and slime from
which they had been raised, leaving
no mark of human handiwork be-
hind them. Many of them, indeed,
must have had little distance to
sink ere finding their level. I re-
member seeing, across a peat-moss in
Kerry,smoke rising from the ground.
Approaching to inspect the cause
of the phenomenon, I found that
in a very deep peat-cutting advan-
tage had been taken of the perpen-
dicular sides at one of the corners,
in such manner that, by raising two
turf walls at a right angle, a square
enclosure was made, which, roofed
in, became a house wherein human
beings dwelt. While such things
existed, I remember also seeing on
the estate of a benevolent landlord,
who had a hobby for improving
mankind by the simple enlargement
of their dwellings, a set of large five-
front-windowed houses — literally
villas—into which he had drafted a
portion of the peasantry from their
brown hovels. Their acquired na-
ture had become too strong for his
project. The tenants of these edi-
fices, finding the rooms too large
and light, probably experienced the
desire to hide themselves which
moles or rats would feel in similar
circumstances ; and it was wonder-
ful to see the many contrivances
they had for getting into small
space, and keeping out light and
air. Some of them, by way of keep-
ing a quantity of fuel at hand, had
built a sort of turf huts within the
large chambers, and there squatted.

The improvement that has come
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in the course of nature, though dis-
tinct enough, is on a scale of less
exaggerated contrast. The country
is speckled with moderate-sized cot-
tages, and it seems to be a general
practice to whitewash them. The
effect of this is very cheerful. Clean-
liness without takes us by associa-
tion to the idea of cleanliness with-
in, although we have heard of the
thing called a whited sepulchre.
There is now a new route opened
to Ireland by Stranraer and Belfast
—four hours only of sailing, and only
half of that in the open sea. The
effect of the journey that way would
be to give an unreflecting person a
sad notion of the povertyand barbar-
ismof Scotland when compared with
Ireland. You go towards the most
highly cultivated portion of the
sister country through the dreariest
part of Scotland. Wigtownshire is
the quartziest district in the British
dominions. Its lumpish brown
hills look as if they were sown with
salt, or had just caught the first
brush of a snow-storm. Yet it will
be some time ere the average of the
Irish peasantry be as comfortable
as the dwellers of this waste, for
they take care that no more of them
shall inhabit it than can obtain a
competent living within it, poor as
it is. Passing from the north to
the south of Ireland, you still see
that you are going, as it were, from
an old country, where capital and
industry have been invested for
generations, to a new ; but there is
not the absolute contrast one used
to see. It was a far greater con-
trast, and in itself a curious sight,
to observe, as I did, here and there,
and especially mnear Limerick,
patches of the old sour ““ mountain,”
with its brown hovels, left in the
midst of stretches of modern cul-
ture, like fossils valuable as testi-
monies to the characteristics of a
departed age. I wondered whether
the dwellers in the neat white-
washed cottages looked down on
those in the peat hovels, or if it
might be the other way, and the
pristine children of the soil despised
their better-housed and better-farm-
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ing neighbours as an effeminate
race, who had degenerated from the
usages of their peat-smoked and po-
tato-fed ancestry, and become vie-
tims of that propensity to abandon
the hardy simplicity of pristine
manners, and yield to the seduc-
tions of luxurious effeminacy which,
according to an established formula
adopted by a certain class of histo-
rians, has led many a noble nation
to decay.

The appearance of the inhabit-
ants of the country was as tho-
roughly changed as that of its face.
Formerly rags were the rule, and
decent sufficiency of clothing the
exception—now the condition is in-
verted. This phenomenon I found
most signally illustrated in Dublin,
where of course it passed before the
eye on the largest scale. There
abound, chiefly for the use of young
people, picture-books of national
costumes, where the Swiss peasant
swaggers in his jager-hat, sash, and
leggings, and the canny Scot mas-
querades in that angular and zig-
zag costume which the skill of
Cockney tailors invented for the
Highland regiments—these books,
I have observed, shy Ireland, as
affording nothing distinctiveenough
to be set down as national costume.
Yet was no human being in any
part of the world more specifically
marked out than the Milesian of
twelve years ago, by the thatch of
glutinous rags into which had tri-
turated the long frieze coat, small-
clothes, and grey hose. Now, afew
aged peasants retain their rags—
more, as it seemed to me, from habit
than necessity ; and they look as
much at home in them, and as proud,
ag any forefathers of the village ad-
hering to the costume of their gen-
eration through the novelties of a
fickle age. Among the well-clad
majority, the long coat and small-
clothes seem to be rapidly passing
away, and making room for the
common jacket and trousers of the
English peasant and mechanic.

Wandering about in some lone
places in search of scenery and an-
tiquities, I missed, without deep
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regret, a specialty of the former
times which I can express no other-
wise than as an oppressive sense of
being haunted by the natives. You
crept, for instance, up the edge of a
brawling brook, and, finding a plot
of dry green turf, undid your wal-
let, and proceeded to your repast,
hoping for such privacy as you
would find inthe Highlandsor West-
moreland. But when you looked
around, you found that two or three
human beings had slunk close to
you, and that so many pairs of
hungry eyes were watching your
proceedings. They did not beg
from you, but they were there, and
that was enough to disperse the
joys of solitude : nor, wherever
you wandered, could you entirely
get rid of them. They were not
always the same persons, any more
than the midges which infest you
in a walk through the forest in a
wet August evening are always the
same group of midges, but they are
the same so far as the victim is
concerned. I believe the cause of
this peculiarity was of a kind cal-
culated rather to demand pity than
to incur censure. It arose from a
sense of misery, helplessness, and
uncertainty, engendering a pro-
pensity to cling around the tolera-
bly well-dressed stranger, as an ob-
Ject in which there was hope and
possible protection against the over-
whelming evilsof the time. The pro-
verbial helplessness of the stranger
dependent on the kindness and be-
nevolent influence of those he so-
Jjourns among was reversed in Ire-
land. The stranger tourist was the
man of power and influence, who
seemed to radiate around him a pro-
tecting influence over those among
whom he sojourned. In this as well
as other more substantial things I
found a change, comfortable to my-
self and cheering as an indication
of misery past and prosperity pre-
sent.

Begging, of course, has eminently
decreased, and whether that will be
an agreeable change to him will de-
pend much on the taste of the tra-
veller in Ireland, There is a story
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of a political economist perambu-
lating Ireland, who, having been
subjected to long and eloquent im-
ploration by a native mendicant
walking on by his side, at last
turned round, and, drawing on the
resources of his special science, said,
sternly, “ Now, what service have
you done to me to entitle you to
expect a payment in the current
coin of the realm?” ‘ And plase
yer honour, haven't T been keepin’
you in discoorse?”’ was the answer.
The philosopher spurned it with in-
dignant scorn, but in reality it in-
volved a sounder principle of poli-
tical economy than any that had
for some time passed through his
head. Hehad been, of course, taught
to accept and respect as absolutely
as any axiom in geometry the prin-
ciple that labour is divided into
productive and unproductive. But
this division is not strong enough
to keep up an actual separation in
practical life. It means, that when-
ever there comes forth something
tangible, that can be handled, pock-
eted, stored up, and broken or kept
whole—as stockings, hats, and bot-
tles—then the labour is productive ;
but if nothing come thus from it,
it is unproductive. The painter of
the scene in a theatre—the maker
of the actors’ dresses—are thus each
a productive labourer; but the actor
himself, of whose services they are
only the subordinate mute assist-
ants, is unproductive. A book is
of course a produced article of com-
merce, but it has been made solely
by the papermaker, the printer, and
the binder; the author’s share in
the work is unproductive, and goes
for nothing : if, on the other hand,
we admit him to be productive, can
we exclude the orator while we in-
clude the printer who gives his
speeches to the world? According to
this classification, the manufacturer
of the cigar which you puff into the
cloud for the soothing of your nerves
is productive, but the artist who
soothes them with divine music is
not. The thing won’t hold, and
we must include among producers
worthy of their hire, whoever does
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aught that we like and are ready
to pay for. Now, to every man of
taste the * discoorse’” of the Irish
mendicant is of this character. Its
department in the valuable and use-
ful arts is the rhetorical. Hear
first the sweetly modulated and
pathetic appeal, governed by that
subtlest spirit of the art that con-
ceals art; hear next the rich, elo-
quent outpouring of exuberant gra-
titude crowned with the benedic-
tion—the assurance, expressed with
such sublime and patriarchal benig-
nity, that now at last you have done
that act which is to insure you the
acceptance of the Mighty Dispenser
of events: surely all this is worth
a penny in the current coin of the
realm, and would bring much more
if it could be brought in a legiti-
mate shape into the market. There
is a converse of the affair, where,
to be sure, the law of economic
supply and demand does not main-
tain itself so satisfactorily. It may
be questioned whether the storm of
objurgatory eloquence which fol-
lows on the certainty of failure to
obtain the desired copper, is not
more sublime and worthy of the
study of a man of taste than the
expression of grateful blessings;
and this, it has to be observed, is a
rhetorical exhibition which can be
had for nothing.

I daresay you remember the alle-
gory about the Eastern prince who
was to be cured of his fit of de-
spondency by wearing the shirt of
a happyman; and how, to give effect
to this prescription, an ambassador
was sent over the world, who, ever
as each aspirant tothe Happy passed
before him, found some little shade
or blot in his felicity, until he
reached perfection in the Irishman
rollicking through his holiday, but
discovered that, though he had
found the happy man, his mission
was incomplete, since the one per-
fectly happy man to be found in
the world did not possess a shirt—
the physical symbol necessary for
communicating his elasticity of spi-
rit to the melancholy prince. The
aim of this allegory is at the won-
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derful flow of animal spirits which
in the Milesian bubbles up through
every pressure of external adver-
sity. There are conditions, how-
ever, with which even /s animal
spirits cannot contend, and among
these are a long contest with hun-
ger, and the additional ills that
flesh inherits from passing repeated
winters in rags. Of all the lands
it ever happened to me to sojourn
in, that inhabited by the easy,
hearty, thoughtless sons of Erin was,
during my peregrinations among
them more than twelve years ago,
the most dismal. The feeling with
which it oppressed me was not
merely that caused by the general
squalor and hard struggle with the
world which one feels in the sordid
back slums of a great city. There,
indeed, you see that the people
have a hard fight for existence—
that they may not in the end suc-
ceed—and that if they do, the vi-
tality they achieve is hampered with
the condition of privation, of suffer-
ings, and of a general exclusion from
all the respectable amenities that
make life enjoyable to the comfort-
able classes. Still it is felt that
these are people who will rub on,
and that, though there will be ca-
sualties among them—many more
than those which statistics allow as
the average meted to mankind in
general—they are close to where
the elements of comfort and happi-
ness abound, and are not precluded
from all chance of participation in
them. But the Ireland of the time
I allude to was so wide a sea of
misery that it seemed shoreless and
hopeless—a people, in the mass,
absolutely losing all hold on the
means of subsistence, and seeming
likely, unless the whole social or-
ganisation took a sharp turn, to rot,
as it were, off the surface of the
earth.

The turn was taken, and the
new road had been for years fol-
lowed before my last visit. Hence
it happened that, for all the
Irishman’s reputation for -carry-
ing a light heart through every-
thing, I found him a much more
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agreeable fellow in prosperity than
in adversity. Of all the peas-
antry one comes in contact with in
wandering through the world, he
is about the most agreeable—so
polite, so complimentary to all your
tastes, so ready to admit all you say
about the superiority of your own
country to his that he even ex-
presses a wish to accompany you
home. And all these winning ways
are quite natural to him ; they are
not put on, nor are they even quite
superficial, but spring from a genial
warmth of heart.

It will sound cynical beside such
an admission, to acknowledge a
preference for our northern erofter,
with his hard features and hard
broad dialect, who would as soon
turn Papist as touch his hat to the
well-dressed stranger, or call him
“your honour” in answer to a
question tossed at him with a tour-
ist’s insolence ; yet that preference
I cannot help entertaining, though
its object chills one after the genial-
ity of the peasantry in sister Ire-
land. Hard and ungenial as the
crofter peasant may be, he is of our
own race—our own flesh and blood,
as it were ; while the other is a
stranger, pleasant to meet in the
journey through life, but not one
with whom it is quite satisfactory
to establish permanent relations :
and the serious part of the affair
is, that he is equally an alien to
his own countrymen of the upper
class. ’

Yes, there it is ; we are one people
here, some well off and others poor,
and shifting up and down through-
out, with no great gulf fixed in
any part of our social system. But
you cannot go through Ireland with-
outfeeling thatthere are twonations
there ; and the feeling is not an un-
pleasant one to the tourist, if his
own consequence and convenience
are all he thinks of in the matter,
for he belongs to the superior na-
tion. Never do we feel the exist-
ence of this division into two
nations so distinctly as when Irish
gentlemen speak in vindication of
the Irish peasantry, in consequence,
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perhaps, of some blunt expression
of censure by an inhabitant of this
island. No doubt, our tourists are
insufferable dogs in the way they
turn up their noses at all things
not in precise conformity with their
stereotyped existence, at home, or in
well-adjusted touring districts. But
none of their petulant insolence
conveys the deep meaning imparted
in an Irish gentleman’s rebuke of
any prejudicial remark they may
happen to make on the Irish com-
mon people. You feel at once that
whatever you have said cannot
possibly concern the Irish gentle-
man, or his family, or his caste. If
you have spoken in words of de-
preciation, he may contradict you,
but it would be with little more of
kindred indighation than if you
had attacked the scenery, the me-
thod of farming, or the breed of
cattle. I was going to have said
that the Irish gentleman would de-
fend the peasantry from your re-
proaches much as an English or
Scotch gentleman might his domes-
tics ; but that would not hit the
spirit of the condition quite accu-
rately, nor indeed can I expect it to
be understood by one who has not
paid some attention to it on his
own part. So far, however, might
a comparison with our affluent
householder defending his domes-
tics from censorious charges apply,
that to animadversions on the Irish
peasantry all the vindications of-
fered will be in the direction of
certifying their docility as a sub-
ordinate caste ; that they are really
not so bad when treated with con-
sideration—that they do very well
under judicious persons who know
the way to manage them—that they
are very susceptible to any attention
they may receive—that they express
themselves so appropriately when
a kindness is conferred, and so
forth. The leading consideration
with benevolent Irish people, when
they inquire about the social con-
dition of other places, is to know
whether the rich are kind to the
poor. They are specially solicitous
about the vital question, how the
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landlords treat their tenantry; and
it is not easy to get them to realise
an agricultural system the boast of
which is that the tenant is com-
pletely independent of the land-
lord—that each is expected to make
the best and thee hardest bargain he
can; while, if liberality in outlay
and allowances be going, it is nearly
as likely to come from a rich tenant
dealing with a poor landlord, as
from the other side. But things
are changing rapidly, and the phra-
seology which so completely subor-
dinates one portion of the popula-
tion to the other will pass with it.
If the higher classes will then speak
less kindly of the lower, they will
speak more respectfully, as of those
not so far off from the level of their
own position. Already I have heard
it favourably augured of the Irish
peasantry, that they are beginning
occasionally to exhibit discontent.
This looks, no doubt, like a para-
doxical blessing; but the term is
not here used for the purpose of
expressing the diseased feeling of
vague generic discontent brought
on by long sufferings, and by hard-
ships and inflictions for which there
seems no specific remedy. The
more wholesome discontent refer-
red to is the parent of remedy—
it is the protest against sitting
down inertly in the midst of evils
and imperfections which exertion
can remedy. It does not excite the
rustic to the burning of his neigh-
bour’s ricks or the shooting of the
landlord, but it disinclines him to
put up with a bad bargain, and
makes him demand better drainage
and improved outhouses.

I have sometimes been inclined
to attribute it to their great divi-
sion into two nations or castes that
a people naturally frank, hospitable,
and open-handed, should often ap-
pear to strangers suspicious and
greedy. They seem as if they re-
quired ever to be on their guard
against some anticipated injury
or injustice. Travellers remark
that there is scarcely any country
in Europe where it is so disagree-
able to fall short of money in
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a neighbourhood where one hap-
pens to have no personal friends, as
Ireland. There is a want of reli-
ance on man being just to man, and
the stranger might probably find
that it is still more conspicuous
when the Irish transact with each
other than in their dealings with
himself. One observes it inthe very
reluctance that there is to part with
anypurchased article of merchandise
until the money is tabled, or is evi-
dently just going to be so. Our
friend the northern crofter, whose
face and manner are as forbidding
as his native mists and east winds,
may probably begin to thaw a little
to the stranger, especially if his in-
quiries show that he has orthodox
views on eating off with turnips
and the five-shift rotation. He may
even be induced to leave the stilts,
guide the stranger up the hill,
and point out his course; and it is
not impossible, if he observe some
symptoms of regret concerning the
distance of the nearest place of en-
tertainment, that he may offer the
wanderer a bannock and a bowl of
milk. Should money, however, be
proffered for such services, the red
spot of anger will glow on his cheek,
and he will return to more than his
old hardness. One finds it other-
wise in sister Ireland. I happened
to have so miscalculated as to re-
quire to wait till some hours past
midnight for a train at a rather
comfortable-looking village, which
owned a small public-house. The
amount of sympathy which I re-
ceived among the inhabitants was
touchingly extensive, and would
have reconciled me to my position
if sympathy alone were sufficient
to do so. Among other symptoms
which it exhibited, every farmer in
the neighbourhood was, I perceived,
devotedly prepared to sit up with
me during the night, drinking in
the public-house at my expense.
The kind-hearted creatures would
not endure the thought that I should
walk to the train when there was
such a thing as a vehicle to be had ;
and when it was brought up, the
driver was so careful to disabuse
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me of any notion of its being pro-
vided gratuitously, that he took
care, before I stepped in, to get
possession of the fare, amounting
to, I think, about four times that
of a London cab. 3

In noticing the symptoms of a
sudden and rapid stride onwards
in prosperity, one sees, or imagines
that he sees, marks of its youthina
sort of feebleness and superficiality
in which it is distinct from the deve-
lopments of old-established wealth.
Travellers remarked similar charac-
teristics in Scotland, when our coun-
try began to recover,in the middle of
last century, from her long depres-
sion,and itis sometimes said thatwe
have not even yet entirely got overit.
In shops, hotels, and other places of
public traffic, the exterior tone of
the wealthier country was assumed
while as yet there was not sufficient
realised capital to back it, and, in
short, realities did not answer to ap-
pearances. So Ihave thought that,
to justify what tradesmen call “the
dressing of the windows,” the stock
within an Irish shop would gene-
rallyappearmeagre. Whereverthere
isaconcourse of tourists,sea-bathers,
or other pleasure and health seekers
of the upper orders in Ireland, hotels
seem to abound; but he who seeks
in them the ready supply of whole-
some cheer to be found even in
much less ambitious houses in Eng-
land, will be grievously mistaken.
In one of these fashionable pleasure
towns, where was the Royal Hotel,
the Victoria, the Crown, the Queen’s,
the Prince’s, and a succession of the
other next most dignified denomina-
tions after all royal terms had been
exhausted, it happened that, there
being brief time before I started for
a train, I plunged into each and
asked if I could get a slice of cold
meat. No. Indefinite supplies
were offered in the shape of expec-
tant cookery, and perhaps, if I had
had a quarter of a year instead of a
quarter of an hour to spend in the
fashionable watering-place, I might
have been made comfortable. Yet,
though it was the height of the
season, and a place full of visitors
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. who were there avowedly to spend
surplus money, I convinced myself
that in no one larder of any of the
showy and regally-named hotels
did there exist in the form of corned
beef, ham, leg of mutton, or other
variety, any one of the ordinary
items which come under the generic
designation, so well appreciated by
travellers, of “ cold meat.” On an-
other little item of food, of import-
ance to the wayfarer, I have also
found a meagreness in Ireland. The
village bakehouse, with its fresh
biscuits, its rolls, and sometimes its
varieties of gingerbread and other
sweetened cakes, is unknown there,
and it was only after long familiarity
with the fact that the reason for it
occurred to me.  Ireland is the
country of potato-eaters—not of
bread-eaters. Perhaps the pheno-
menon would not have struck me
so forcibly as it did on my last
visit had I not come fresh from
Saxony — probably the cakiest
country in the world. It may be
questioned, indeed, whether beer,
tobacco, or sweetcake is the great-
est enemy to the health of the north-
ern Germans. The difficulty there
is to get possession of a morsel of
simple bread or biscuit; for even
when the baked commodity has the
simplest and plainest of aspects, its
use will develop some red or yellow
yolk of sweet stuff enclosed within
the crust like a fossil. How pleasant
it would be to casual wanderers if
each town in Ireland possessed just
one of the cakehouses of which
some dozen will be found in every
village in northern Germany.

But these are very trifling mat-
ters when one remembers that now
in Ireland there is in progress one
of the most portentous social experi-
ments that the world has ever wit-
nessed. In some countries the
people govern themselves, or at
least a considerable portion of them
govern the whole by what is called
a constitution. In other countries
everything is managed for the peo-
ple through a centralised authority.
Accident has made the Irish a por-
tion of a population accomplishing
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self-government, and at the same
time has shown that they are awk-
ward hands at such an accomplish-
ment. Race, of course, is the solu-
tion of the difficulty. There is the.
self-governing race and the race
that must have a master, and Ire-
land belongs to the latter. The
doctrine of the absolute qualities
of races is a rather seductive and
dangerous one. It comes readily
to hand whenever any act of oppres-
sion or injustice has to be vindi-
cated ; and though it is scarcely pos-
sible to deny its influence, yet it is
as well not to draw practical infer-
ences of a very conclusive character
from it. There remains ever the
question how the race obtained its
type, and whether this may have
been created, or at least enhanced,
by external influences arising out of
conflicts with other races.

The great social experiment I
have referred to has for its object
the removal of the characteristic
defects of the Celtic race—in other
words, the improvement of the
breed. At other times, and in
other countries, there have been
mighty efforts to educate the peo-
ple, and there have also been great
social revolutions intended to ele-
vate their position, but often end-
ing in the bitterest disappointment
from their total inability to main-
tain an elevated position. The
work now going on in Ireland is
different from both of these, and
has so far an element of hopeful-
ness in it, that it is not one of the
schemes that have been tried and
have failed. It isin reality a vast
system of training rather than of
education — of training in those
common vulgar qualifications and
capacities which are the means
through which the inhabitants of
this island make themselves com-
fortable.

So far as I could judge, nothing
could be more skilfully adapted as
a remedy for the special deficiencies
of the Irish than this training, so
far as I saw it. We are apt to look
at our neighbours’ defects as they
exhibit themselves in turbulence,
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restlessness, fickleness, and gene-
ral antagonism to the law, without
noting the minor disqualifications
which place him in a false position.
A want of the practical is ever the
Irishman’s fault or misfortune. He
is not a man of business. He does
not know the best market in which
to invest his labour, or whatever
else he has to dispose of. When
looking out for employment, he
drifts towards some great public
work with a gregarious band of his
countrymen, none of them having
thought how individually he can
push his own fortunes by the best
investment of his individual ca-
pacities. Even when educated, he
has not that minute inquisitiveness
about matters bearing close upon
his personal interests which dis-
tinguishes the Englishman, and still
more the Scotchman. Upon the
wages given by such a house or in
such a trade—of the places where
employment is desirable and un-
desirable—upon all, in fact, that
constitutes the thoughts and the
talk of the ordinary British work-
man, he is profoundly ignorant. He
does not know places and names,
and the individualising of the peo-
ple he has to do business with by
street and number is a mystery to
him.

In the national schools and else-
where I could see the efforts to
make the vast training system now
in progress meet these special de-
fects. Boys who would have to go
into the world as mechanics, and
girls who would have to seek situa-
tions as domestics or in manufac-
turing establishments, were taught
how to address letters to different
classes of persons, how to enter
with them on the business on hand,
with a number of other practical
particulars adapted to helping peo-
ple on in the world. Many of the
school-books issued by the Board
of Education have an amount of
the practical in them that appears
a little ludicrous to us who are
accustomed to the child obtaining
all that sort of information at the
domestic hearth. If the farming
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of Ireland, as conducted by the
rising generation, be not perfection, '
it will not be for want of teaching
in the nature and uses of draining,
manuring, rotation of crops, and,
in short, the whole philosophy and
practice of agriculture. Nor is
this confined to precept and the
school-room. Ttis a fine sight that
at Glencree, in the heart of the
Wicklow mountains, and far from
the corrupting influence of their
companions, where the young cri-
minals —if eriminal at their age
they can be called—are passing on-
ward, under the auspices of those
good kindly souls, the brethren of St
Keverns, to a life so different from
that they seemed to be fated to in
the streets of Dublin. The estab-
lishment itself is an epitome of
working society’; for although it is
in the free open country, yet the
boys are not all, or beyond a due
proportion, trained to agricultural
labour. Of those who are so, the
cheerful fruits already rise around
them in the conversion of the bleak
brown wilderness into a wide stretch
of corn and pasture — surely the
most convincing evidence that can
be brought home to the young
vagabond of the beauty and value
of labour. Others, again, are train-
ed in carpentry, cabinetmaking,
and other mechanical trades ; and
though guided by religious brethren
who have taken vows on certain
points of asceticism, it is difficult
to conceive a better forecast of the
busy world in which they will have
to mix and fight their way than this
community of industrious boys.
Whether or not it is to place them
on a level with the hard-headed,
self-relying Saxon, the immediate
benefit to their individual fortunes
cannot admit of question.

As a hard logical Protestant, I
have little relish for the dark sha-
dows and bright lights brought out
by alternations of sin and penitence,
of wrong and expiation. These
are the elements, no doubt, of a
very picturesque life—such, for in-
stance, as the careers of the Bor-
gias, Joanne of Naples, and Mary
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Queen of Scots. Yet for the hum-
drum daily business of life I prefer
your folk of fair average goodness,
who do not go so far astray from
the flock as to task the energies of
the beneficent shepherd in search-
ing for them over mountain and
morass, and bringing them back ex-
hausted and repentant to the fold.
Since stray they will, however, it
is difficult to realise a sight more
richly endowed with all the attri-
butes of moral beauty than the
labours and watching of the Roman
Catholic brotherhoods and sister-
hoods now devoted to the moral re-
generation of Ireland. And should
it be said that Romanism has
caused the disease for which it
now prescribes an imperfect re-
medy, the blame thus inferred,
at all events, does not attach to
those who are now engaged in the
good work. Whether caused by
their predecessors or not, they found
the disease deep-rooted, and soci-
ety cannot thank them too heartily
for their efforts to remove and
ameliorate it.

This is a function of Romanism
at which we Protestants make com-
paratively poor work when we at-
tempt to mimic it. We won’t sub-
mit to the control of, and therefore
we cannot have the honour of, that
spiritual supremacy of which ‘it is
the fruit. Look at that slim sis-
ter, scarcely yet beyond girlhood,
gliding about among brawny wo-
men, whose lives outside have ap-
proached as nearly as human beings’
can to that of the savage beast—
who have committed every crime
from murder downwards ; yet she
demeans herself as serenely among
them as Una among her rugged
companions. She not only fears
no violence, but is safe from a jibe
or an insolent cast of the eye ; for
so established is the religious su-
premacy of the sisterhood that such
an act would partake of the char-
acter of blasphemy. g

The special competency of Ro-
manism for this sort of work may
be felt after a few hours in the con-
vict refuge at Golden Bridge, where
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convicts live while they are out
on ticket of leave, being restrained
by no other sanction than that, if
they attempt to escape, the ticket or
licence will be forfeited, and they

.must go back to the conviet prison.

Order, cleanliness, industry, and
hope are triumphant here. All
the special defects of the Irish
seem to be defeated, or by some
alembic inverted. There is no
quarrelling, no noise, no confusion,
no filth ; and with those who have
the management and responsibility
there is the strong conviction that
in by far the greater number—in
all, indeed, with a few exceptions—
reformation has taken solid root,
and a life of useful virtue is tofollow.
Turn now to a refuge set up for Pro-
testants, and administered as well
as Protestant institutions permit.
You feel at once that there is little
reverence or obedience there, for
there is no religious sanction to
exact it. There is little hope also ;
in fact, the inmates are much more
like our own convicts in this island
of Great Britain—confirmed thieves,
and hopelessly incorrigible. Is
there, then, in all this, no comfort
for our. Protestantism to fall back
upon? Yes, I think, there is, and
it lies here: the inmates of Golden
Bridge, with its preponderance of
hopefuls, I found to be between
sixty and seventy—those of the
meagre and unpromising Protestant
establishment numbered five !
While I am on this subject, let
me give a hint to every Saxon de-
sirous of settling anywhere near one
of the large towns in' the south of
Ireland, to secure without delay a
staff of approved convicts for ser-
vants, if he can be so fortunate as to
obtain them. I assure you I am not
jesting. I believe them to be the
best domestics to be had in Ireland.
For butlers and valets I cannot
speak to their merits; but as farm-
bailiffs, gardeners, and out-door
workmen generally, I had high as-
surances of their eligibility ; while
the women make skilful cooks, tidy
attentive lady’s-maids, and kind
nurses—being selected, of course,
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in each instance, according to the
specialties of their characteristics.
One would not probably select a
child-murderess for a nurserymaid
to an infant; but from the other
frailties that would render Brit-
ish female convicts undesirable
companions to one’s children, the
Irish peasantry, including those
who find their way to the convict
prisons, are peculiarly exempt.
Then, as to the men, they may have
a turn for shooting agents and
breaking the heads of bailiffs; but
these are specialties that may not
apply to you, or import to you more
danger than from the average peas-
ant ; for the greatadvantage of a con-
vict staff of servants remains to be
told, that your household is under
the vigilant supervision of that fine
constabulary which so distinguishes
Treland from the rest of the empire.
Even if, in looking into the ante-
cedents of those to whom you pro-
pose to commit the custody of your
property, you should find in their
testimonials such ugly words as lar-
ceny or burglary, you are told that
they may have taken a sheep, or a
pig, or a flitch of bacon, from a
neighbour not belonging to their
own faction in the hard times; but
if you put them beyond want they
will not repeat the offence, for they
are not of the nature of the pro-
fessional London thief. Onereason
given for Ireland being as free from
professional thieves as from snakes
and toads, is, that in Ireland there
is nothing to steal. No doubt, here-
tofore, those humble dwellings,
stocked with the small wealth of a
frugal under-middle class which
forms the stock-in-trade of the pro-
fessional thief, have been rare in
TIreland ; but the bright day is dawn-
ing, and soon, perhaps, that impo-
verished country may owe his pre-
sence, as well as that of other testi-
monies, towealth, progress, and hap-
piness. The Irish convicts are in
fact modelsof docility and obedience,
while they have received in_prison
such a training as by no otherchance
can fall to the lot of the Irish peas-
ant: and hence, among a people
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whose mode of dealing with cause
and effect is peculiar, one might ex-
pect it to be sometimes a puzzling
consideration with them, whether
it is not their duty to put their
children in the way of crime, that
they may receive the valuable train-
ing, and partake in the brilliant
prospects so opened up.

These remarks may perhaps serve
as very minute items to swell the
praise of the famous system of Irish
convict discipline. Of that system I
do not propose to detract from the
ingenious structure and the won-
derful results. I am content to
contemplate it with silent awe, and
call it “Irish,” no more arrogating
a capacity to appreciate its merits
than to measure those of many an-
other Irish moral phenomenon—
such as the reason why, on the
Shannon shore, while the physical-
foree, otherwise blood-and-violence
party, were taking tea quietly like
a set of old maids, the moral-
force party should fall upon them,
burn them out, and try to slay
them. With my small British
experience I can only loock on
the affair with silent wonder, as
one does on Brahminism, Budhism,
and other grand moral phenomena
arising strange and mighty among
Oriental tribes. This only I ecan
perceive, that no practical man, in
his sober senses, could think of in-
troducing the system into Britain.
It is, in fact, just a slice of despot-
ism; and whether the Irish ought
to stand it or not, our unrea-
sonable people in this country will
not put up with despotism when
they see it practically revealed,
however much they may applaud
it when described by some bewil
dered enthusiast, who colours it
up for exhibition. That a conviet
should be detained until he has
given satisfactory indications that
he intends to behave well, has the
sober rational sound that generally
characterises the procedure of the
kind of government called paternal ;
but the carrying out this principle
to the extent to which it is effected
in Ireland, gives to a servant of
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the Government acting in official
privacy the power of deciding whe-
ther a convict shall be released at
the end of a certain term, or shall
have some period, more or less,
within the duration of five years,
of additional detention. We have
an old prejudice in this country,
that such power should only be
vested in a judge and jury, with
publicity over all. If we are to
have a touch of arbitrary power, I
am not sure that I could name any
man in the world to whom I would
more readily commit it than the
genial and accomplished gentleman
now at the head of the convict sys-
tem of Ireland ; but I would rather
that he kept it there, since it is of
far too paternal a nature for this self-
willed unfilial country. No doubt it
would greatly simplify matters toget
rid of our ponderous Habeas Corpus
and trial by jury, and have some be-
neficent caliph or cadi sitting at the
gate administering prompt justice
to all comers, with the whip and
cord at hand for ready use ; but we
are a slow people, and likely to stick
in the end to our old constitutional
safeguards. Sometimes the gallant
fellows who have spent the best of
their days in the maintenance of our
Eastern empire, and in the protec-
tion of its inhabitants from a cruel
despotism, when they return to
the native hearth are astonished
at the slow-coachism of everything
—the quantity of talk and delibera-
tion—the requisitions, memorials,
public meetings, reference to com-
mittees—and so on in endless cir-
cumlocution, and they can tell you
how differently they go on with the
black fellows ; but even they, after
they have been a time at home, be-
gin to see that the paternal sway
they have been accustomed to will
not do among their old schoolfel-
lows.

As to our friends over the water,
I never happened yet to have met
with an Irishman of the humbler
orders who had the slightest belief
in the existence of any law or jus-
tice in the world for people like
himself. That a powerful friend,
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or blarney, or abundant lying, will
bring him through, an Irishman
believes ; but he has no faith in
public justice doing anything for
him. Perhaps there have been
events in the history of his country
only too likely to indurate such
a creed into its people; but in
the mean time the effect is, that
the Irishman takes with arrange-
ments which would not be en-
dured among us. Since subjection
to arbitrary authority is what he
thinks his lot, he feels it to be
much the same whether he is locked
up at the will of a judge and jury
or at the will of a jailer.

By all means, however, let the
stranger who has an opportunity of
doing so, look at the phases of this
social phenomenon; he will find
them displaying themselves in high-
ly curious and interesting scenes.
An evening at the competitive ex-
amination of the convicts in Smith-
field Prison, with the renowned Mr
Organ standing in the midst of his
interesting pupils and driving in-
tellectual life into them, as if it
were by imparting a portion of his
own strong vitality, is a scene not
easily to be forgotten. Were all
the sound aphorisms in morals,
political economy, and physiology,
then bandied about from guilty lips,
admitted into general practice, how
changed a world it would be ! how
little would there be in it, not only
of crime, but of debt and impru-
dence! In answering the questions
put to them by their instructor and
by each other, these children of
crime show how readily the Irish
intellect acquires what is taught.
I shall just give one instance. A
question comes from one side of the
house, “ How were the crowns of
England and Scotland united 1”
Thereupon a bullet-headed mur-
derous-looking ruffian rattles out
from his bull-dog muzzle, as fast
as the words can tumble, “ Henry
VII. left a son, Henry VIIL, and a
daughter, Margaret, who was mar-
ried to James IV. of Scotland.
Their son, James V., had a daugh-
ter, Mary, who, by her husband,
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Darnley, had a son, James VI
of Scotland ; and when the last
child of Henry VIIIL. died without
heirs, he succeeded to the throne
of England as great-great-grandson
of Henry VIL” Garter King-at-
Arms could not have told the tale
more distinctly or accurately.

The Irish conviet system has
had the good fortune to have been
wafted onward on the gale of na-
tional prosperity. There has lately
been a material increase to produc-
tive labour in Ireland, giving em-
ployment to the higher kinds of
industry ; and here the training in
the convict prisons has told, by giv-
ing their inhabitants a hold on the
labour market. Had such a system
of training—and admirable train-
ing it is—been developed at a less
encouraging period, there might
have been the rather painful result
that all the most lucrative indus-
trial employments throughout the
country would have fallen to the
convicts, to the exclusion of the
more slovenly, untrained, because
unconvicted, workers. Fortunately,
however, there has been occupation
for all comers, and so the Irish con-
vict system is a success to every-
body—only let it remain where 1t
is. Not that we in this other island
are unsusceptible of the influence
of trade on crime. It must be a
rather humiliating consideration for
those who administer prison dis-
cipline, that all they can accomplish
seems to be but something like a
percentage on what good or bad
trade can do. Just now, the stag-
nation of a portion of our industry
by the war in America has put
more criminals into prison than
any system of discipline will keep
out of it. This brings us back
again to that specialty which casts
sunshine over the whole picture—
the recent rapid progress, the exist-
ing substantial prosperity, of Ire-
land. It is a matter from which in
this country we should draw more
than merely sentimental exultation.
It has been well said that it may
prove a misfortune to us that our
neighbour is rich; it must be a mis-
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fortune that he is poor. When,
some twelve years ago, the troops
of gaunt and tattered wayfarers
from the west were spreading over
our more fortunate soil, dispersing
everywhere a certain touch and in-
fluence of their misery, I could
hardly join in the notion that this
threw an unjust burden on our re-
sources, which should be forcibly
repressed, but rather thought it en-
tered into the beneficent arrange-
ment of the economy of the world,
that in this way we, the vigorous,
the enterprising, and the successful,
should have practically and keenly
brought home to us the woes of our
poor, and, if you will, prodigal bro-
ther, so that we might feel a sub-
stantial interest in his welfare, and
be influenced to bestow some por-
tion of our energy in lifting him
out of his miseries.

The general aspect of chieerful
prosperity brightens many things
around, and, to my mind, removes
a certain gloomy antithesis caused
by contemplating the remains of
very ancient affluence which abound
in Ireland. That the early ecclesi-
astics were affluent, for a northern
church, we see in the. jewelled
shrines for relics, psalters, and
bells, and in other ecclesiastical
valuables. But many of the orna-
ments of precious metal in the
museum of the Royal Irish Society
belonged to the lay aristocracy,
who of course were also the posses-
sors of the curious and costly wea-
pons stored away there. The va-
rious ancient devices for cookery,
too, that have been rescued from
the sod, the gigantic bronze kettles
and the quaint drinking-cups, point
to a period when hospitality abound-
ed in some class or other. I have
been struck, especially in Kerry,
with the number of old towers—
almost as closely grouped as sub-
urban villas, and far too crowded
to be the fortalices of separate do-
mains. Local antiquaries know all
about them, of course; but they re-
minded me of such groups of lordly
houses as one hears of in the old
Assyrian cities, where an assem-
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blage of domestic establishments,
each with large pleasure - grounds
attached to it, was surrounded by
a wide circuit of wall.

Ireland, if she cannot match
England in the number, the great-
ness, and the perfect art of her
Gothic buildings, excels the rest
of the empire in abundance of
those mysterious and chaotic anti-
quities, as to which we only know
that they go back beyond the
bounds of recorded history, and
cannot be attributed to any speci-
fic age or people. I had set my
heart, in my last visit, on seeing
the cairn of Newgrange—a struc-
ture which one would call the
embyro of an Egyptian pyramid,
if such things grew. I succeeded,
but not without some difficulty. I
know no part of the world where,
in general, antiquities are so widely
known among. the people as Ire-
land—none where your steps will
be directed in the right path to-
wards them from a wider distance.
I found it quite the reverse of this
about Newgrange, and I accounted
for the phenomenon to my own
satisfaction, by the consideration
that the antiquities so well known
to the peasantry are ecclesiastical,
and that it is their sacred character,
not their architecture, that makes
them interesting and known. It
was provoking to find that, even
when I was pretty certain that I had
come within two miles of the spot,
I could find no one who knew of it,
even among well-dressed comfort-
ablelooking people of the farmer
class. It brought up no recogni-
tion that I showed them pictures of
it, and said it was one of the won-
ders of the world. Totally impreg-
nable to the conviction that I was
actually in search of a hole in the
ground, I was repeatedly asked if I
wanted to see Farmer Macguire;
and that they beheld before them a
living man so far left in the bond
of ignorance as never to have heard
of Farmer Macguire, was in their
cyes a phenomenon at least as won-
derful as their ignorance of the an-
cient cairn was to me. It seemed,
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somehow, as if there were some-
thing akin to my object in the re-
peated references to Farmer Mac-
guire. At length I found a long-
coated peasant who had actually
worked for that local magnate, and
whom, after a long series of ecross-
questions, T ran to earth, as it were,
by eliciting a statement that, in
search of lost poultry, he had once
gone into a hole with big stones
in it. Of this bearer of good tid-
ings, who was named after one of
the archangels, I took care not to
lose my hold until I beheld at a
distance what I doubted not was
the serubby mound I sought. A
circle of stones of the kind called,
because no one knows anything
about them, Druidical, and the
black square entrance, like a largish
drain, leading into the bowels of the
mound, confirmed the identification.
By great good -luck there was no
prowler at hand to do the honours
as guide. I had been so provident
as to bring with me a candle and
matches, and so was master of the
situation.

To understand the structure of
this edifice, you must suppose a
parcel of boys taking some stones
as large as they can handle, and,
without any idea of an arch or even
of a wall, laying them tapering
towards each other until they nearly
meet at the top, dropping in a stone
or two in the orifice left there, and
others at insterstices elsewhere,
and then making them keep their
position by the pressure of a heap
of stones thrown over all. If you
suppose a place big enough to hold
a rat or a rabbit thus formed, the
giant nature of this structure will
be understood when it is known
that it contains a chamber twenty
feet high. It was a nice place to
cool one’s self in after a hot walk.
Taking the liberty of presuming it
to be a chamber in which smoking
was not prohibited, I drew aids for
reflection from the breath of latakia,
and bethought me that surely no-
where else in the British dominions
could one feel so thoroughly as if
some spirit had swept one into the
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subterranean temple of some far
Eastern land, where worships and
superstitions carry themselves back
endless centuries behind everything
of which we have practical concep-
tion in this country. The imagin-
ation is let loose without any prac-
tical hold on it; you may suppose
the stones, or rocks rather, on
which the candle glints to have been
placed there by giant fingers as
easily as you could deposit so many
bricks ; and as to the two stone
saucers or basins—which remain
where they seem to have been care-
lessly dropped, because it would
require a piece of skilful engineer-
ing to remove them—the idea natu-
rally to be associated with them is,
of course, that they were the recep-
tacles for the blood of the victims
offered up in human sacrifices.

I wonder if the world is ever to
know anything about the age and
use of those mysterious monuments
and erections of shapeless stone,
which, however they may differ,
have so strong a rough family like-
ness wherever they are found. If
people ambitious of getting at their
secret, instead of going off at a
tangent among Druids, Brahmins,
Budhists, Zoroasterists, worshippers
of Baal, and suchlike out - of - the
way people, would carefully exa-
mine, compare, and classify the ex-
isting monuments, we might have a
better chance of getting into some
track. An interesting source of
comparison has lately been brought
out in the discovery of a rival to
Newgrange, close by the stone cir-
cle of Stennis in Shetland, which it-
self is the rival of Stonehenge. A
round mound, called Maes Howe,
standing there conspicuous on the
flat margin of a salt-water lake, was
lately opened by some enterprising
antiquaries, with curious results.
The whole affair is set forth, accom-
panied by sketches and transeripts,
in a monogram called ‘Notice of
Runic Inscriptions discovered dur-
ing recent Kxcavations made by
James Parker, M.P.’ Like New-
grange, Maes Howe is a cairn or
mound containing a chamber. They
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differ from each other greatly, how-
ever, in the place each holds in that
peculiar department of architectural
art. The Orcadian edifice is a far
more spruce and dapper affair than
its Irish rival, to which it bears, in-
deed, something like the resem-
blance of a modern mansion to an
old country-house. Its builders evi-
dently did not know the arch, but
they had found a structure nearly
approaching to it. It is rectangular,
and formed bylongstones,like beams
of wood, laid on each other. In
nearing the roof each successive
stone is shortened a little, and leans
in from that above it, until all meet,
forming a sort of quadrangular
dome.

The excavators of Maes Howe were
delighted to find that it contained
Runic inscriptions. On these all
the best learning that the world
contains as to northern letters has
been concentrated, but with no re-
sult throwing light on the origin of
the edifice. These inscriptions are,
indeed, rather an illustration of the
saying that there is nothing new
under the sun, since they show that
the practice, supposed to be almost
peculiar to the Cockney race, of
leaving their names and immediate
subjects of contemplation cut in
the wood or stone of remarkable
places, by way of dropping their
visiting-cards, had been followed by
our northern ancestors many hun-
dreds of years ago. There are here
such names as Orkason, Kolbains-
son, Sigurthson, GoukrTraenaldson,
and others—no doubt men of as
great respectability “ as ever scut-
tled ship or cut a throat” in their
day. Some of them call themselves
Jerusalemites, whence it is in-
ferred that they were Crusaders ;
and there are some cutting taunts
about the pride of Ingiburg, the
fair widow, from one who had
perhaps bitter experience of it.

Treland contains a rich and little-
appreciated harvest of curious and
uncommon types of ecclesiastical
architecture. It is to be regretted
that they are not more zealously
sought out by artists and anti-
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quaries, so that the world may
have the benefit, before they dis-
appear, of whatever they can con-
tribute to history or to art. At
Mellifont, where I had to touch in
endeavouring to find Newgrange, I
knew there were some ruins, but had
no reason, fromanything I'had heard
about them, to suppose that they
were of any note. Among them I
observed a building so light and
airy that at a distance I thought it
must have been a garden-house of
the seventeenth or the beginning of
the eighteenth century, when the
Ttalian was affected in such things;
but, on close approach, I found it to
be one of the most exquisite speci-
mens I had almost ever seen of the
slim decorated Norman—the me-
dieval architecture, in fact, in the
first stage of its departure from
the old Roman, in which, curiously
enough, it has a resemblance to the
corresponding stage in the return
of medieval architecture back to the
classic forms from the influence
of what is termed the Renaissance.
I prefer, however, and that strongly,
the specimens done on the way from
the classic to the Gothic, over those
through which the steps were cen-
turies afterwards retraced. And
this is natural ; for the old Norman
or Romanesque was a part of an
original process through which the
cold, correct, classic fancies passed
graduallyto the development of the
rich and mellow Gothic, and con-
sequently had all the vigour of ori-
ginality ; while the way back was,
of course, mere repetition, and mo-
notonous, like the retracing back-
wards at eve of many a morning
journey into new scenes. The
building at Mellifont is octagonal
—a chapter-house, or something of
that sort, raised on a circular colon-
nade, with light pillars and round
arches. It stands in a neglected
little corner of a glen, not abso-
lutely left to wildness, but invaded
by an establishment which seems
half farm, half papermill; and,
such edifices affording useful shelter
for cattle, you find the octagon sur-
rounded by the usual sights and
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smells which characterise the habi-
tations of these useful quadrupeds.
As there are thus in Ireland
many antiquities turning up by
chance in the wanderer’s path, and
not surrounded by the reverence
to which their merits entitle them ;
5o, on the other hand, some seem
unduly appreciated. I saw a build-
ing lately brought into reverence
as St Columba’s house at Kells,
and, taking advantage of the right
of private judgment arrogated by
us British subjects, I venture to
question the high antiquity attri-
buted to it. It seems to owe its
venerable reputation to its similar-
ity in external form to other build-
ings in Ireland, held to be older
than the oldest of English Gothic,
or Norman. But the antiquity at-
tributed to them is inferred from
their builders having been evidently
ignorant of the structure of the arch,
while St Columba’s house is well
arched, much after the manner of
some outhouse or subordinate build-
ing of a religious establishment of
the fourteenth century. Its repute
may have arisen from the odd posi-
tion which local changes give it,
making it, in fact, although a build-
ing of ecclesiastical character, an
actual dwelling-house in a street.
The visit to Kells was not, how-
ever, lost. I sawthe sacred fountain
of St Kiarn welling close to the root
of a gnarled oak, decorated with
many rags and other offerings to
the saint. Judging from the in-
trinsic value of these gifts, he must
have been a moderate saint and
easily propitiated ; yet he had the
reputation of looking sharply after
his own. He had some pet stone
crosses which disappeared mysteri-
ously one by one. Keeping watch
one night, who should the saint see
but his rival, St Columba, slinking
away with one of the crosses over
his shoulder! The injured saint
gave chase, and St Columba, un-
able to get through the Blackwater,
dropped the cross there, where it
may still be seen. To hear all this
solemnly told by an ancient St
Bernard-looking peasant, with seri-
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ous, earnest eyes, which turned to
the spot where, sure enough, in the
middle of the rapid river, you saw
peeping over the water what seemed
certainly to be the head of an Irish
cross, had in it a sort of realisation
of old old times. It would be per-
haps attributing too much congru-
ity to such legendary lore to connect
it with the fact that Columba made
himself many enemies in Ireland
as a supporter of the Dalriadic, or
Scotch branch of the Irish com-
munity. I found something else
worth notice at Kells—a sort of Old
Mortality discovering and resusci-
tating at his own hands the remains
of antiquity there. With the his-
torical name of Latimer, he holds
office as beadle or sexton of Kells,
and enjoys in the corner of the
churchyard an official residence not
unlike a grave itself in narrowness,
darkness, and mouldiness. I found
him engaged, with some assistants,
at what appeared to be an enor-
mously heavyjob for one not greatly
endowed with worldly goods—the
re-erection of one of the stone
crosses which had been buried
since Cromwell’s days, or some
pretty remote period. He said it
would, when erected, be the tallest
cross inIreland; and itwas certainly,
where it lay, a huge mass of stone.
The man himself reminded me
somewhat of John Shanks, who ob-
tained for himself a local reputa-
tion by clearing away with his own
hands the rubbish of the ruins of
Elgin Cathedral, and revealing the
outlines of its foundations, and
whatever decorations,either in their
own proper place or mixed up
with the ruins, had yet been pre-
served. It was almost inconceiv-
able that one man’s hands should
have accomplished all he did ; but
the fruit of long-continued steady
labour, directed year after year to
one object, astonishes people when
they see it in the bulk. I remember
John when he was a venerable man,
and had to rest from his labours ;
indeed he had completed them, and
left nothing for the Woods and
Forests to do when that sylvan
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institution undertook the protec-
tion of our ruined churches, except
to give a little aid in strengthening
the walls. Standing dressed in his
decent blue coat and small-clothes
and long ribbed stockings, he looked
around with a well-earned air of
genial satisfaction as the setting
sun of a summer day—a good em-
blem of himself in the bright bene-
ficence of its day’s work-—reddened
the two great towers : but that is
an old story now.

I shall be anxious to find if his
Irish representative has succeeded
in re-erecting that enormous cross.
As an acute friend observed to me,
it reveals, in its existing condition,
to some extent the method in which
these crosses were sculptured. The
tracery in it never was completed,
an arm remaining a bare block.
Thus it appears that the sculpture
of these famnous crosses was cut
after they were erected. This is a
practice which, in architectural de-
coration, is reviving ; and thereis no
doubt that, in the hands of a good
artist, it has more capacity for fresh-
ness, expression, and the full adap-
tation of the decorations to the
architectural structure and form of
the edifice, than tracery cut upon
the stones before they are put to-
gether is likely to achieve.

These Irish crossesare the master-
pieces of a school of art with which
Mr Stuart’s wonderful book on ‘The
Sculptured Stones of Scotland’ is
beginning to make the inquiring
world acquainted. The sculptor
influenced by the true catholic spirit
of art might profit by the study
of these achievements, since the
methods in which beauty and sym-
metry struggle for development out
of chaos in the hands of primitive
artists must be more fruitful in sug-
gestion than the works of those who
are taught mechanically to follow
approved models. And yet one
would be frightened to fix too much
attention on such new resources in
this age of the eccentric and sensa-
tional in art, lest they should tempt
some ambitious sculptors to adopt
the systematic representation of
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squalid and deformed monstrosi-
ties, and, giving them the name
of Prepraxitelesism, or some such,
maintain that they are the way, the
truth, and the light, for no better
reason than that they discard all
the elements of beauty and gran-
deur, and all the facilities for afford-
ing an accurate transcript of nature,
which the genius of the great mas-
ters has from time to time brought
within the domain of art.

I could put up with such a new
school if it produced nothing worse
than the small cross of Monaster-
boice, which is a decided work of
genius, and shows a command over
grouping and anatomy as well as
symmetrical decoration. In Mr
Wakeman’s ¢ Handbook of Irish
Antiquities’—a model for all such
travellers’ mentors, since its useful
directions are accompanied with
scholarship and good taste —it is
said: “The smaller cross is most
eminently beautiful. The figures
and ornaments with which its vari-
ous sides are enriched appear to
have been executed with an unusual
degree of care, and even of artistic
skill. It has suffered but little
from the effects of time. The sacri-
legious hands which attempted the
ruin of the others appear to have
spared this; and it stands almost as
perfect as when, nearly nine centu-
ries ago, the artist, we may suppose,
pronounced his work finished, and
chiefs and abbots, bards, shanachies,
warriors, ecclesiastics, and perhaps
many a rival sculptor, crowded
round this very spot, full of wonder
and admiration for what they must
have considered a truly glorious
and perhaps unequalled work.”

I had a second time to feel inter-
nal thankfulness at escape from the
pestilent presence of any guide when
I stepped into the ancient grave-
yard of Monasterboice. It was a
calm, sunny day, with silence
around, and all suitable conditions
for a meditation among the tombs ;
and whatever amount of solemn and
saddened thoughtfulness there may
be in one’s nature, few scenes are
better calculated to bring the whole
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of it forth. Here, among the ruins
and among the graves of countless
generations of peasants, stood up
those beautiful crosses, while over-
head rose black against the sky
their mysterious guardian, the huge
round tower—a united testimony to
the genius, the enterprise, and the
wealth that flourished in that region
in far far distant ages—recalling
the strange and tragic history, the
stormy wars and the ages of deso-
lating misery which they have out-
lasted, to see, let us hope, the coun-
try revive, and raise around them
the monuments of a new age of
prosperity.

I believe that this is the tallest
of the round towers, and a grand
object it truly is. Mr Petrie and
his followers have cleared away a
good deal of the mystery surround-
ing these remarkablebuildings ; and
I cannot say that they have less in-
terest in my sight that they are
practically connected with an inci-
dental and important epoch in early
Christianity, and that we hear no
more of Phalic temples, fire-worship
altars, Chaldean observatories, pro-
vincial Babel towers, orpillars forfol-
lowers of St Simeon, with improved
accommodation, calculated to miti-
gate the hardships of that school of
anchorites. They are Christian edi-
fices, connected with ecclesiastical
establishments, and rank in age
with the earliest English churches.
All that was special and inexplicable
in their nature,—their great height,
the doors a considerable distance
from the ground, the absence of
interior stairs or other means of
ascent, and their existence without
any other edifices, such as churches
or monastic buildings, attached to
them,—can be shown to be pecu-
liarities adapted to particular ob-
Jjects, Ttisknown that,at the time
when they were built, places of wor-
ship were often constructed of wood,
wattles, or turf. The question
sometimes being, How the means at
the disposal of a community for
building with stone could be best
invested ? the answer would be, In
making a place of strength for secur-
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ing the treasury of the establish-
ment, and those relics and holy
books which are beyond all price,
from the rapacity of the heathen
Northmen. It was the way of these
unwelcome guests to run their gal-
leys on any tolerably safe landing-
place, scour the country for some
distance, carry off whatever was
both valuable and portable,and then
scamper away to their galleys before
a force had collected sufficient to
trouble them.

Suppose the dangers which a nest
of peaceful monks have to meet
from such an incursion, and you wilt
easily suppose their round tower
to be a good investment of the
funds available for building pur-
poses. On hearing that the galleys
have touched land, the brethren
carefully collect their reliquaries,
psalters, . ecclesiastical robes, and
other valuable things, and remove
them from the sacred but fragile
fane in which they worship to the
top of the round tower, and then the
bulk of the brethren take to their
heels and get protection where they
can. The tower, though untenanted,
will protect its precious contents
for a time ; but if some four or five
of the brethren shall valorously re-
main with them, whether trusting
to the arm of the flesh or to the in-
fluence of the sacred chattels in
their charge, they may give a good
deal of annoyance to the enemy.
They have, of course, taken with
them the ladders and temporary
platforms by which they have as-
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cended, and so they await their
coming enemy. This latter let
out a portion of their ferocious ex-
citement in burning the church and
the cells of the recluses. The little
garrison perched a couple of hun-
dred feet up in the air, were they
in a condition to indulge in a sense
of the ludicrous, might amuse them-
selves with noting the perplexed
councils of their adversaries trying
to solve the question how they are
to be got at. To undermine the
tower, or batter in its lower courses
80 as to topple it down, would, of
course, be almost certain destruction
to those who might bring such an at-
tempt to a successful conclusion. If
they should attempt to mount up
by scaffolding and ladders inside,
the brethren, waiting a judicious
moment, may knock their whole ap-
paratus to pieces by dropping on it
one of the stones abundantly at their
disposal. An attempt to smoke them
out would go for nothing, as they
could easily shut out any draught
from the interior, and breathe the
pure air of heaven. As to starving
them out, of course that would be
possible had the northern rovers
time for such an operation, but, as
professed ascetics, of course the
garrison would have more than aver-
age capacity for resistance in this
direction. It would be difficult in-
deed to design an edifice better fit-
ted for the protection of what these
recluses counted the most valuable
of all temporal things, than these
round towers,
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“ Why has not Italy done more?”
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“ WHY HAS NOT ITALY DONE MORE !”

It is difficult to imagine anything
less instructive than a House of
Commons debate on the condition
of Italy. An honourable gentle-
man rises with a motion for the
production of certain papers, or in
pursuance of an intention to ask
for certain information, and at once
launches out into statistics, taxa-
tion, prison discipline, and press
restrictions. He is replied to by a
Minister, or a Ministerial supporter,
by the query, “ Would you bring
back the Bourbons, with all their
cruelty, priestcraft, duplicity, and
the rest of it ?” The two parties at
issue never face each other; indeed;
they seem to stand back to back,
and direct their blows at some un-
seen antagonist in front of them.

Session after session witnesses
the same sham-fight. When cer-
tain opponents of the Piedmontese
party allege that there are gross
abuses in the present government
of Italy —that prisons are over-
crowded, prisoners untried, the
freedomof the press trammelled,and
a widespread corruption amongst
the officials of the State—the an-
swer invariably is, “ All the same
vices existed under the Bourbons.”
It is very much like an unsuccess-
ful. surgeon saying to his patient,
“It is true my operation has not
cured you, but remember how much
you used to suffer from your malady
before I applied the knife.”” This
is the real condition of Ttaly. There
were great evils under the old sys-
tem, but the new one has not re-
dressed them. It is easy enough
for the sub-Alpine Ttalian, who has
gained much and given up nothing,
touphold the present state of things.
He belongs to a larger and more
powerful kingdom, of which his
own sovereign is the head, and, for
the time at least, his own city the
capital. He sees grouped around
him as provinces the former States
of the peninsula—far more than
his equals yesterday, and to-day his

dependants and suppliants. From
a city neither rich in traditions
of the past, nor splendid in associa-
tions of the present, he issues the
mot d’ordre to the most renowned
capitals of Europe, and it is natural
enough that he should be vainglori-
ous over the success of his United
Italy. But think of the Tuscan
or the Neapolitan, who has sacri-
ficed his whole national identity—
who has given up his State to be a
province, and his splendid capital
to be a town—who has surrendered
all the power, pomp, and prestige
of a metropolis, and sees in his ne-
glected city, even already, the signs
of decline and decay! Is it not
reasonable that he should look for
some return, some recompense, for
all these forfeitures? He was told
that there was one prize, which was
cheap at them all; that there was
in the charm of national indepen-
dence a power that more than re-
paid men for all the sacrifices they
could make; that in elevating
Italy into a nation, Italians would
at once attain a moral status, for
which all that they surrendered
individually would be as nothing.
It was a very attractive bribe, no
doubt : it seduced many. There
were, in fact, only a few who dis-
trusted its realisation or discredited
its potency. Italy was to be a first-
rate European power—a barrier at
once against France and Austria,
and a new guarantee for the peace
of the Continent. Has she, I would
now ask—has she attained to this
proud position, or is she even on
the road to it? Was it ever the
intention of France that Italy should
be her rival? Was it ever French
policy that she should be anything
but a dependant? It is needless
to deny—mno one presumes to ques-
tion it—that the world at large
would be a gainer bya well-governed,
peaceful, and prosperous Italy, whe-
ther as one State, under one head,
or as a group of separate kingdoms.
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Italy has many things— Italians
have much—to contribute to the
common stock of national charac-
teristics which would benefit the
world of Europe. They are a highly-
endowed and richly-gifted race ;
and they are the depositaries of
centuries of civilisation, which have
imparted to their habits an instine-
tive refinement that would not ill
combine with the more stern realism
of northern nations. They are the
great representatives of that Latin
race whose civilisation claims to be
the first in Europe.- It has been
most unfairly, most dishonestly
urged against the Conservative
party in England, that they have
been unfriendly to Italy, and worse
than indifferent to all her attempts
at freedom. The Whig party have
traded on this question, as they
have done in numberless others, on
certain cheap and easily-uttered ex-
pressions in favour of Liberty; and
they have by mere iteration, and
the support of a press by no means
either well informed or wisely
guided, established a sort of reputa-
tion as the par excellence friends of
Italy. Let it be borne, however,
in mind, that it was the coldness of
Lord Palmerston, and the firm as-
surance that he was to expect no-
thing but civil words from England,
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